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In a drear-nighted l)ecer.nber 
Too happy, happy tree 
Thy branches n' er rer.ner.nber 
Their green felicity: 
The north can not undo ther.n 
With sleety whistle through ther.n 
Nor frozen thawings glue ther.n 
Fror.n budding at the prir.ne. 
-KEATS 
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All-new automatic Cus-
tom Deluxe 30" electric 
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oven heat distributor. 
Created for you with 
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automatic oven control 
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indicator to show when 
oven reaches desired 
temperature. 
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The secret 
of making 
good coffee is 
STARTING with 
KING COLE 
COFFEE 
Only the finest quality coffee ... the most skilful 
roasting and grinding . . . go into the making ot 
KING COLE COFFEE! 
Only the finest flavour . • . the most appealing 
aroma ... come from KING COLE COFFEE 
containers! Packed in vacuum-sealed tins or 
Flav-0-Tainer bags, KING COLE COFFEE is 
always fresh, always mellow - - always satisfying! 
KING COLE COFFEE 
G. E. BARBOUR CO., LTD. 
NORTH MARKET WHARF 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
Branches at 
WOODSTOCK, N.B.-ST. STEPHEN, N.B.-EDMUNDSTON, N.B. 
FREDERICTON, N.B.-HALIFAX, N.S.-SYDNEY, N.S. 
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ca niversity 
Founded in 1838, Acadia University, Wolfville, Nova Scotia, now 
has seven faculties or schools, awarding degrees in Arts and Science, 
Home Economics, Education, Engineering, Music, Theology and Sec-
retarial Science. Its campus, covering one hundred acres, is one of the 
most beautiful in Canada. Chartered as Queen's College, this famous 
Atlantic centre of learning graduated its first class in 1843. Today 
Acadia's thousands of alumni are to be found in all walks of life, in 
every province of the Dominion, in every state of the Union, and every 
continent of the world. 
Also part of tradition in the Atlantic Provinces are the products 
of Ganong Bros. Limited, St. Stephen, N .B., makers of chocolates 
and candies that have delighted generations of Canadians from New-
foundland to British Columbia. 
This tribute to famous Atlantic institutions reflects our own belief 
that, while experience is an important aid to success, knowledge and 
integrity are essential to any worthwhile achievement. 
Ganong's ~Chocolates 
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Things are happening 
the • 1n Maritimes 
MARITIME HULLS SAIL LAKES 
AND RIVERS OF THE WORLD 
Long known as builders of some of the 
world's finest and soundest fishing ves-
sels, Nova Scotia Boat Yards are now 
turning their traditional craftsmanship 
to the pleasure craft industry. 
The result is a new and surging impetus 
to shipbuilding in the province. 
One Nova Scotian shipping company, 
for instance, has forged ahead from a 
1949 production of 900 hulls a year to a 
modern $500,000 plant producing over 
75 hulls a day. And these hulls are part 
of pleasure craft sailing lakes and rivers 
in Canada, the U.S., and throughout 
the world. 
The remarkable impetus to Maritime 
shipbuilding is further proof that these 
sea-fringed provinces still abound in op· 
portunities for initiative, enterprise and 
hard work. 
Over 90 years ago, these virtues became 
the guiding principles of the T. S. Simms 
Company at its founding. Today the 
company is in its third generation of 
Simms leadership. And through these 
guiding principles, the company's pro-
gress has benefited the Maritimes and 
its people; and its products have spread 
the good name of Canada throughout 
the world. 
Saint John, N.B. 
Montreal Toronto Winnipeg 
Makers of Fine Quality Paint Brushes, Household Brushes, 
Shaving Brushes, Brooms and Mops, for over 90 years. 
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Snow Clad Silhouette 
The pulpwood forests are blanketed with 
snow and all growth has ceased while 
the trees enioy their winter's sleep. 
However, midst the sleeping forests, 
men are busy moving the crop of pulp-
wood and logs to frozen lakes and 
streams where the harvest is piled to 
await the spring drive to the mills. 
Winter, summer, spring, or autumn the 
careful protection, conservation, and util-
ization of the Fraser forests never ceases. 
Proper forest management demands full 
attention to the woodlands in every sea-
son so that they may continue to yield 
harvests of wood to meet the needs of 
men tomorrow. 
FRASER COMPANIES, LIMITED 
AND SUBSIDIARY 
RESTIGOUCHE COMPANY, LIMITED 
General and Executive Offices Edmundston, N.B. 
New Brunswick's Leading Forest Products Industry 
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GENERAL CONTRACTORS 
AND ENGINEERS 
Earth Moving & Building Construction 
Highway & Rai I way Contracts 
Commercial- Institutional- Residential 
Structures 
Dams - Wharves - Paving 
MODERN CONSTRUCTION 
MEMBER 
-~ ~~ 
CANADI.AN 
GOOD ROADS 
ASSOCIAnOH 
BOX 516 
LIMITED 
Phone 4-3336 
-
MONCTON, N.B. 
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LETTERS 
Loyalists 
Sir: 
Am I the only one living who has talked 
with and seen a United Empire Loyalist? 
Before I went to school, about 1880, I was 
born in 1874, I had big ears. I heard Father 
say "I am going down to call on the Miss 
Closes, they must be over one hundred years 
old. I will take Bub (he never called me Frank) 
it might be interesting in his old age." I am 
the youngest son of the oldest son of the 
youngest son, of Captain Peter Clements, 
U.E.L., and all large families. I find few who 
can say "My great grandfather was a U.E.L.". 
With horse and wagon we drove some seven 
miles to the McGinley Ferry and left horse 
and crossed the Saint John River in a row-
boat. We then walked down an old path, or 
grassy road, to a very old cottage, only two 
or three rooms. On each side of the door was 
a bunch of sweet briar, and another off to the 
left. I have loved this sweet smelling bush 
ever since. I can smell it now. The two Miss 
Closes were dressed alike, homespun, I 
think, dark gray one piece with skirt dragging 
the ground, and dusty. Their faces were 
round and weatherbeaten, but kindly, hair 
iron gray and a lot of it. They gave us cookies 
and raspberry wine. They kept moving around 
the room as they answered Father's questions. 
I don't remember them sitting down. 
The United Empire Loyalists had come up 
the River by large ships, but could not cross 
the Oromocto shoals, so had to get small 
boats and scows to row or pole the nine 
miles to Salamanca of Ste. Anne's Point, 
Fredericton. They had great difficulty getting 
boats. Captain Clements made a boatman 
keep his promise and take them up when he 
was offered more by some other passenger. 
Close was sergeant in the Captain's Company, 
and a carpenter. The Captain made him build 
his own house before he built one for the 
Captain. The first beef they ate was from a 
cow belonging to the Captain. An officer, in 
spite, had stabbed the cow with a ball-room 
sword, and he had to kill it. The Captain was 
not sure who the officer was. 
I have no idea of date the Miss Closes died 
but it could be found. 
F. DEL. CLEMENTS, Capt. M.C. 
24th Batt. 2nd Div. 
1204 Mandarin Isle, 
Fort Lauderdale, Florida. 
No Cornishman 
Sir: 
John T. Hawke, mentioned by Vera L. Daye 
in her excellent story about Moncton (Atlantic 
Advocate, October, 1957) was not a Cornish-
man. He came from Torquay in Devon 
where William of Orange landed during the 
great and glorious revolution of 1688, a fact 
of which Hawke was very proud. 
He used to go around the country lecturing 
on "Devon the Home of Empire Builders", 
featuring such characters as Drake, Hawkins 
and the other great captains. 
The Amherst Ghost I must read up on. I 
am better acquainted with the somewhat 
similar Mary Ellen (Antigonish) case that had 
Canada and the United States in a whirl 
thirty years or so ago. Peachy Carroll had a 
hand in it, and it caused quite a stir at the 
time, but the only residue I know of is a little 
verse carried in American anthologies under 
the title "Antigonish": 
As I was going up a stair 
I met a man who wasn't there. 
He wasn't there again today-
Oh how I wish he'd stay away! 
Your item about castles reminds me that 
some months ago I was on the trail of a story 
about Moxham Castle, Sydney, mentioned 
in the October Advocate (in Round and 
About the Maritimes). 
As I heard the yarn in Sydney, the castle 
came originally from England or Scotland. 
That is, the oak interior was dismantled, the 
pieces numbered andre-erected on the banks 
of the Hudson River near New York by some 
U.S. multi-millionaire. 
Back in 1899 the new Dominion Iron and 
Steel Company was looking for something to 
impress visiting prospective investors, and 
A. J. Moxham bought the castle, again moved 
the oak frame and panelling to Sydney and 
clothed it in Wallace stone. I don't believe it 
was ever in Lorain, Ohio. 
The Sydney estate on which it was erected 
was called Rockaway and was supposed to 
have been cursed with his dying breath by a 
Jesuit scalped by Indians. 
In Doug Lacombe's story about the 
European and North American railway (A 
Romance of Railways) "Beto" should be 
"Peto". It also forgets that while Lady Head 
was officiating near Saint John, Lady Smith 
(wife of Sir Albert) was also turning a sod 
simultaneously near Shediac. 
The Iron Horse was in the Maritimes at 
Stellarton eighteen years before the E. and 
N.A. ever was thought about (1839). 
In Helen Mowat's version of the Loyalists 
and how they got that way, that story about 
Howe evading action with the rebs to save 
his men as future settlers is the best thing 
since Mark Twain. At that, however, it is no 
more quaint than the usual Loyalist fairy 
tales. 
Those two colour shots of George III and 
Charlotte are simply wonderful. We have 
them both here in oils in Province House, but 
different colours. 
A View from a Vantage still holds the 
limelight from the standpoint of general 
interest, but the yarn about Sir James Dunn 
is the feature of the issue so far as I am 
concerned. 
Small Potatoes! 
Sir: 
H. B. JEFFERSON 
Halifax, N .S. 
Just a few words of comment on such a 
lovely magazine, a friend loaned me a few 
copies and they were so nice, I took the 
liberty to show them to some patients at the 
hospital where I am a nurse. All were deeply 
impressed with such a beautiful magazine 
but invariably the answer, too, was that they 
had no idea the Maritimes were as large as 
that; nor had they thought of cities being 
there and of considerable size. I also had a 
leaflet showing the business section of Saint 
John and telling the number of churches, 
somehow people consider the size of a place 
by the number of churches. But, do you 
know, it is almost impossible to buy a post-
card with pictures of churches or hospitals, 
as I tried last summer. It would be so nice 
to have a few copies distributed in the 
libraries in some cities so that people would 
learn more of the Maritimes. And of course, 
to those that know the East and love it these 
articles and pictures are heart-warming. 
Franz von Papen 
Sir: 
J. MciNNis 
1005 A. 2nd West 
Cornwall, Ont. 
Your "Cloak and Dagger" reference on 
page 62 of your November issue, to the 
attempt to destroy the Vanceboro bridge 
during the First Great War has doubt less 
stirred many memories in Fredericton. Not 
too many people, however, may recall that 
the infamous Franz von Papen was the man 
who planned the attempt. Details came to 
light in The Dark Invader, a book subsequently 
published about the exploits of the German 
agent von Rintilin. 
The late J. Douglas Black, news editor of 
The Daily Gleaner at the time, was responsible 
Continued on page 66 
the Atlantic Provinces' most 
powerfully operated 
independent station extends 
a most sincere Christmas Greeting 
to all its friends 
throughout the Atlantic Provinces 
From our studios to all of you • • • 
the greeting as of olq ... 
----------q~----------
RADIO 
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Newsprint for world markets .. . 
The scene is Dalhousie, a year-round port on New 
Brunswick's north shore. Here, rolls of newsprint 
are being loaded aboard a freighter for shipment to a 
customer overseas. For the people of New 
Brunswick, this means prosperity, and jobs, and the 
converting of the forest crop to ready cash in a 
housewife's hands. For our customers, both in the 
Maritime provinces and overseas, it means a 
continuing supply of high quality Dalhousie newsprint. 
New Brunswick International Paper Company 
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T HE Atlantic Advocate won high honour by receiving the annual award of the Canadian Tourist Association's historical and cultural committee. This, and the public 
references in speeches and newspapers that followed, have 
combined to make the first year-end of publishing a happy 
and rewarding climax. 
Looking back over the past year the change in the prospects 
for the Atlantic area is remarkable. A year ago we were 
dreaming of federal assistance for developing electric power 
in the Maritimes. Today the provision of thermal units 
burning subsidized coal, with an integrated grid for distribu-
tion, are items of established federal policy. Now we are 
looking forward to the rest of the Atlantic programme being 
carried out. 
* * * 
... will Mr. Diefenbaker's Government? 
Let us pause here and consider something that is vital to 
our well-being and to the health of the body corporate of 
Canada. It is this. Will Mr. Diefenbaker's government carry 
through its policy of implementation on the broad and 
generous scale that is necessary for success? Is there a danger 
that the permanent civil servants at Ottawa will seek to 
impose on the federal ministers a policy of restraint and 
caution that will slow down the momentum of economic 
redevelopment necessary if we are to take our place alongside 
the prosperous provinces? Is there a fear that the thrusts of 
our spearheads, Premiers Flemming and Stanfield, may be 
weakened by a natural and proper gratitude for what has, in 
principle, been given already? 
* * * 
... looking a gift horse in the mouth 
I 
For it is a natural and proper reluctance that causes hesi-
tancy to look a gift horse in the mouth. Ingratitude is one of ,... - ._.__ - -
the baser qualities. Yet, whilst we are 
glad to get acceptance of the principle 
of Adjustment Grants to poorer prov-
inces, and grateful for the thermal units, 
the coal subsidy that goes with them, the 
grid, and the financing of Beechwood, 
The railway bridge across the St. John River at Fredericton. 
dustrialization, to meet normal ex-
penses of government and to relieve 
the heavy financial burden of our 
municipalities. Costs are up since 1956. 
Has the Federal Government a clear 
we must admit to disappointment that picture of our minimum needs? 
the coal subsidy, limited as it is to * * * 
$1,600,000, will not be sufficient to 
remove the differential between power 
prices in the Atlantic area and else-
where; and the federal financing of 
Beechwood with interest at 4~ % and 
repayment spread over eight years is 
not the low-interest long-term financing 
the province looked for. The Federal-
Provincial Tax-Rental agreements are 
now under discussion. At the time of 
going to press, while the principle of 
Adjustment Grants has been accorded 
by Diefenbaker, the details of the 
Federal Government's proposals will 
not, it is believed, be disclosed until the 
second Dominion-Provincial meeting 
in January; but it is as well that we 
recall that the formula presented to the 
St. Laurent Government by Mr. Flem-
ming would have given the Atlantic 
Provinces an additional $33,162,000 
for the fiscal year ended March 31, 
1956, an amount which he held to be 
essential to promote growth and in-
... capital projects assistance 
Then what of federal assistance in 
the development of our resources? Is 
that a clear picture? And when will it 
come about? The Gordon report 
recommended federal assistance for 
capital projects in the Atlantic area. 
Premier Flemming's suggestion to the 
Liberal Government at the 1956 
Dominion-Provincial Conference was 
for capital projects assistance on a 
scale of 200 dollars per capita. The 
Atlantic Resolutions of the Progressive 
Conservative candidates before the last 
election included a "National Develop-
ment Programme of federal assistance 
for developing the resources of the 
Atlantic Provinces, having regard for 
their differing needs and varying 
financial capabilities," and a "Capital 
Projects Programme to provide federal 
capital assistance for provincial pro-
iects designed to enlarge the basic 
economy of the area." 
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... shibboleths 
The need for capital assistance to 
develop industry in the area is imper-
ative. And it is a policy that should 
appeal to the Federal Government, 
desirous as it is to reverse the tight-
money policy of the previous Govern-
ment. 
Uncontrolled inflation is a bad 
thing. That is, an inflation which is not 
offset by increased production. But 
economic stagnation is worse, with the 
business slump and unemployment 
that are its corollaries. The central 
bankers of the Western world have 
forced their policy of stringency on un-
willing peoples the world over without 
regard for changing conditions and 
warning signs that have been in 
evidence long since. They have clung 
to their shibboleths with the tenacity 
of the doctors of old who were equally 
sincere in their belief in the efficacy of 
bleeding their patients; and the simile 
is apt enough. 
Now is the time to correct the 
errors of our monetary policy by a bold 
and generous policy of public spend-
ing, and by it a redevelopment of the 
Atlantic area. No investment could 
bring a surer return to Canada. 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
$1,000 Award 
We have made the following awards in The ATLANTIC 
ADVOCATE $1,000 Contest for the best practical proposal for 
improving the economic conditions of the Atlantic Provinces. 
Two first prizes of $200 awarded to: 
Dr. Guy Henson, 1151 Coburg Road, Halifax, N.S. 
H. H. Smith, Industrial and Port Commissioner, Saint John, N.B. 
One second prize of $150 awarded to: 
Gino Blink, 76 Waterloo Row, Fredericton, N.B. 
Nine prizes of $50 awarded to: 
K. L. Braidwood, 377 Winnett A venue, Toronto 10, Ont. 
Edward W. Russell, 2601 Foxhall Road, Washington 7, D.C. 
J. 0. Hyndman, Charlottetown, P.E.I. 
Dorothy Lushington, Mount St. Vincent College, Halifax, N.S. 
J. F. Parsons, 31 Ralph Street, Moncton, N.B. 
Rev. Roy G. DeMarsh, Nashwaak Resources Development Centre, 
Taymouth, N.B. 
J. G. Quigley, 257 Jubilee Road, Halifax, N.S. 
Earl T. Steeves, Apt. 38, 7320 Harley Avenue, Montreal West, P.Q. 
David F. Oland, 270 Tower Road, Halifax, N.S. 
Cheques have been sent to the winners. It is not possible to 
publish all the winning entries. Some will be printed in forth-
. . 
coming Issues. 
There was a degree of unanimity in 
many of the entries, and in the case of 
Federal assistance for electric power 
and subsidies on Maritime coal used 
for electric power generation, the 
demand, so vigorously and uniformly 
expressed, has now been met. 
Dr. Guy Henson is Director of Adult 
Education for Nova Scotia with his 
headquarters at Dalhousie U ni-
versity. He stresses the need for 
export markets for our primary 
and natural products at favourable 
prices and for the high production 
costs inherent in our protected 
Canadian economy to be artificially 
unlaced. 
He sees the possibilities of pro-
viding low-cost power generated 
with Federal help from thermal, 
tidal, or even, in time, nuclear 
sources for large blocks of power for 
new industrial development related 
particularly to regional resources 
and location: for example, for mag-
nesium extracted from sea water. 
H. H. Smith has already proved his 
ability to attract the interest of 
industrialists to the Port of Saint 
John. He is an advocate of careful 
preliminary research to discover gaps 
in production elsewhere, to explore 
factory processes, survey plants and 
examine efficiencies. He sees the need 
for planning new capital promo-
tions. He would increase port 
facilities, restrict the flow of freight 
through U.S. ports. Mr. Smith sees 
the immense potential to be derived 
from a largely expanded tourist 
traffic. 
Gino Blink, a Dutch student, goes 
further along that theme by pin-
pointing some of the tourist pro-
motions he would like to see 
introduced, including the develop-
ment of roads and paving of back-
roads to relieve visitors from the 
main highways, the establishment of 
summer theatres, music and motor 
racing. Above all, he says, amend 
the liquor laws and allow visitors to 
exercise their undoubted right to 
drink by the glass rather than by the 
bottle. Mr. Blink is one of the many 
who recommend an extension of 
freezing plants for fish and farm 
products. 
K. L. Braidwood has plans for a survey 
of natural wealth coupled with an 
industrial development plan. He 
wants Farm Marketing Boards, 
planned publicity, export sales agen-
cies, and, in common with others, 
restrictive legislation against the 
removal from the area of unpro-
cessed raw materials and any undue 
delay in exploiting them. 
J. 0. Hyndman points out the injustice 
suffered by the Maritimes by reason 
of loss to them of their share in the 
North Lands of which they were 
part owners. This is a matter, of 
course, which is now under dis-
cussion at Ottawa. 
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J. F. Parsons makes a good poin1 
relative to our tourist publicity in the 
Maritimes. Do we, he asks, suffi-
ciently stress our cool summer 
climate by phrases designed to 
attract American visitors from their 
homes where they are sweating in 
summer discomfort? He reminds us 
that much of Florida's tourist 
success was built on just that appeaJ 
in reverse, the offer of warmth to 
sufferers from winter cold in the 
Northern States. 
David F. Oland underlines the need of 
education and urges a system of 
consolidation and encouragement of 
higher educational facilities in the 
four Atlantic Provinces, and an 
expansion of adult education. 
Edward W. Russell recommends coal 
gas and by-products from coal, 
chemical debarking, wood waste 
and sawdust utilization ("sawdust 
compressed into billets under pres-
sure is sold as firewood in many 
cities in the United States"), quick-
drying hay, increased breeding of 
geese and ducks, increased produc-
tion of early Maritime vegetables, 
large-scale production of charcoal 
("millions of people today have dis-
covered the pleasures of cooking 
with charcoal . . . I found that 
Canada- with all her surplus wood 
- is a net importer of charcoal"), 
the establishment of freezer-lockers, 
good inns and more and better 
roads. 
These are just some of the points 
brought out in the entries. We believe 
that great good comes of thinking 
about plans and remedies for the ills 
of the Atlantic area. By thinking about 
a cure we shall apply a series of 
remedies and not only "do things", 
but set about them in the knowledge 
that we can succeed. 
This is the Atlantic Age dawning. 
There is no possibility, short of a 
nuclear war, that this area will not 
take its rightful place in the economy 
of Canada. A revolution has taken 
place over the past year. Many of the 
hopes and dreams of those who 
entered our competition have now 
become accepted facts and the estab-
lished policy of the Government of 
Canada. The full import of the Federal 
Maritime policy will not be known 
until the adjourned meeting of the 
Federal-Provincial delegates at Ottawa 
in January. 
• 
by DAPHNE DU MAURIER 
Copyright, Daphne du Maurier, 1957 
The second of a remarkable series of short stories 
by one o.f the world's best-selling authors. 
T HE LAWRENCE family lived in a large house just outside town. Mr. Lawrence was a big heavy man, with a round face 
and a smile. He motored into town every day 
to his office, where he had a roll-top desk and 
three secretaries. During the day he used the 
telephone, and had a business lunch, and then 
used the telephone again. He made a lot of 
money. 
Mrs. Lawrence had fair hair and 
china-blue eyes. Mr. Lawrence called 
her Kitten, but she was not helpless. 
She had a lovely figure and long finger-
nails, and she played bridge most 
afternoons. Bob Lawrence was ten. He 
was like Mr. Lawrence, only smaller. 
He was fond of electric trains, and his 
father had got some men to fix up a 
miniature railway in the garden. Mari-
gold Lawrence was seven. She was like 
her mother, only rounder. She had 
fifteen dolls. She kept breaking them 
somehow. 
If you met them anywhere you would 
not recognize the Lawrences as being 
different from any other family. Per-
haps that was the trouble. They were 
just a bit too much like all the rest. 
Life was a comfortable and an easy 
thing, which was, of course, very 
pleasant. 
On Christmas Eve the Lawrence 
family did much the same as every 
other family. Mr. Lawrence came 
home early from town so that he could 
stand around and watch the household 
get ready for tomorrow. He smiled 
more than usual and put his hands in 
his pockets and shouted, "Look out, 
you damn fool!'' when he tripped over 
the dog who was hiding behind some 
evergreen. Mrs. Lawrence had cut 
bridge for once and was threading 
lanterns across the drawing room. 
Actually it was the garden boy who 
threaded the lanterns, but Mrs. Law-
rence stuck little frills of coloured 
paper round them and handed them to 
him, and as she was smoking all the 
time the smoke got in the garden boy's 
eyes, but he was too polite to brush it 
away. Bob Lawrence and Marigold 
Lawrence kept running round the 
drawing-room and jumping onto the 
sofas and chairs and calling out, "What 
am I going to have tomorrow? Am I 
going to have a train? Am I going to 
have a doll?" until Mr. Lawrence got 
fed up and said, "If you don't stop 
that row you won't get anything," but 
he said it in a way that did not mean 
much, and the children were not 
deceived. 
It was just before the children's bed-
time that Mrs. Lawrence was called to 
the telephone. She said "Damn!" and 
some more smoke got into the garden 
boy's eyes. Mr. Lawrence picked up a 
piece of evergreen and stuck it behind 
a picture. He whistled cheerfully. 
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Mrs. Lawrence was away five min-
utes, and when she came back her 
blue eyes were full of sparks and her 
hair was rumpled. She looked like a 
kitten. The kind you pick up and say 
"Sweet Puss!" to and then quickly put 
down again. 
"Oh, it's a bit thick, it really is," she 
said, and for a moment the children 
thought she was going to cry. 
"What the hell's the matter?" asked 
Mr. Lawrence. 
"It's that refugee officer for the 
district," said Mrs. Lawrence. "You 
know- I told you the place was 
swarming with refugees. Well, like 
everybody else, I had to put our names 
down as receivers when the thing 
started, never thinking seriously that 
anything would happen. And now it 
has. We've got to take in a couple, 
here, tonight." 
Mr. Lawrence stopped smiling. 
"Look here," he said, "the refugee 
officer can't do that sort of thing to 
people without proper warning. Why 
didn't you tell him to go to blazes?" 
"I did," said Mrs. Lawrence in-
dignantly, "and all he could say was 
that he was very sorry, but it was the 
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same for everybody, and people in 
every house were having to do it, and 
he said something about a 'compulsory 
measure' which I did not understand, 
but it sounded nasty." 
"They can't do it," said Mr. 
Lawrence, sticking out his jaw. "I'll 
get on the phone to someone in 
authority, I'll see that officer is sacked, 
I'll go into town myself, I'll " 
"Oh, what's the use?" said Mrs. 
Lawrence. "Don't let's get ourselves 
all heated over it. You forget it's 
Christmas Eve and everyone's out of 
town by now. Anyway, the creatures 
are on their way, and we can't very 
well lock the doors. I suppose I shall 
have to break it to the servants." 
"What will the refugees do?" clam-
oured the children excitedly. "Will 
they want to take our things? Will 
they want our beds?" 
"Of course not," said Mrs. Law-
rence sharply. "Don't be such little 
idiots!" 
"Where are we going to put them?" 
asked Mr. Lawrence. "We shall have 
every room full as it is with the Dalys 
and the Collinses coming over to-
morrow. You surely don't suggest we 
put them off now?" 
"No fear," said Mrs. Lawrence, her 
blue eyes sparkling. "That's one com-
fort, we can truthfully say the house 
is full. No, the refugees can have the 
room over the garage. It's been very 
dry up to now, so the damp won't have 
got through. There is a bed there that 
we turned out of the house two 
months ago-the springs had gone. 
But there's nothing wrong with it. And 
I think the servants have an oil stove 
they don't use." 
Mr. Lawrence smiled. "You've got 
it all taped, haven't you?" he said. 
"No one can get the better of you, 
Kitten. Oh well, as long as it doesn't 
hurt us, I don't care." He swooped 
down in sudden relief and picked up 
Marigold. "Anyway, we won't let it 
spoil our Christmas, will we, honey?" 
he said. And he tossed Marigold in 
the air, and she shrieked with laughter. 
"It's not fair," said Bob Lawrence, 
his round face flushed. "Marigold is 
younger than me and she wants to 
hang up the same size stocking. I'm 
eldest, I ought to have the biggest, 
oughtn't I?" 
Mr. Lawrence rumpled his son's 
hair. "Be a man, Bob," he said, "and 
don't tease your sister. I've got some-
thing for you tomorrow better than 
any toy you'll find in your stocking." 
Bob stopped scowling. "Is it some-
thing for my railway?" he asked 
eagerly. 
Mr. Lawrence winked and would 
not answer . 
Bob began to jump up and down 
on his bed. "My present's going to be 
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bigger than Marigold's," he shouted 
in triumph, " much, much bigger." 
"It's not, it's not," cried Marigold 
tearfully. " Mine is just as nice, isn't it, 
Dad?" 
Mr. Lawrence called to the nurse: 
"Come and quieten the kids, will you? 
I think they're getting too excited." He 
laughed and went down the stairs. 
Mrs. Lawrence met him halfway. 
"They've arrived," she said. Her voice 
had a warning note. 
"Well?" he asked. 
She shrugged her shoulders and 
made a little face. "Jews," she said 
briefly- and went into the nursery. 
Mr. Lawrence said something, and 
then he straightened his tie and put on 
an expression that he considered right 
for refugees. It was a mixture of stern-
ness and bravado. He went round the 
drive to the garage and climbed the 
rickety stairs. 
"Ha, good evening!" he said in 
loud, jovial tones as he entered the 
room. "Are you fixed up all right?" 
The room was rather dim, for the 
one electric light bulb had not been 
dusted for many months and it hung 
in one corner, away from the bed and 
the table and the stove. The two 
refugees stared for a moment without 
speaking. The woman was sitting at 
the table, unpacking a basket, from 
which she brought a loaf of bread and 
two cups. The man was spreading a 
blanket over the bed, and when Mr. 
Lawrence spoke he straightened his 
back and turned towards him. 
"We are so grateful " he said "so 
' ' very grateful." 
Mr. Lawrence coughed and half-
laughed. "Oh, that's all right," he said. 
"No trouble at all." 
They were Jews and no mistake. The 
man's nose was enormous, and his 
skin that typical greasy yellow. The 
woman had large dark eyes, with 
shadows beneath them. She looked un-
healthy. 
' 'Er- anything else you want?" 
asked Mr. Lawrence. 
The woman answered this time. She 
shook her head. "We want nothing," 
she said. "We are very tired." 
"Everywhere was full," said the 
man. "No one could take us in. It is 
most generous of you." 
"Not at all, not at all," said Mr. 
Lawrence, waving his hand. "Good 
thing we had this room empty. You 
must have had a stiff time where you've 
been." 
They said nothing to this. 
"Well," said Mr. Lawrence, "if 
there's nothing more I can do, I'll say 
good night. Don't forget to turn the 
stove down if it smokes. And- er- if 
you should need more food or blankets 
or anything, just give a knock on the 
back door and ask the servants. Good 
night." 
"Good night," they echoed, and 
then the woman added, "A Happy 
Christmas to you." 
Mr. Lawrence stared. "Oh yes," he 
said. "Yes, of course. Thanks very 
much." 
He turned up the collar of his coat 
as he walked round to the front door. 
It was cold. There would be a sharp 
frost. The gong was just sounding for 
dinner as he went into the hall. The 
garden boy had finished stringing up 
the lanterns, and they fluttered from 
the ceiling with a jaunty air. Mrs. 
Lawrence was mixing a drink at the 
table by the fire. 
"Hurry up," she called over her 
shoulder, "dinner will be spoilt, and if 
there's anything I loathe it's lukewarm 
duck." 
"Kids asleep?" asked Mr. Lawrence. 
"I shouldn't think so," said Mrs. 
Lawrence. "It's difficult to get them to 
settle on Christmas Eve. I gave them 
both some chocolate and told them 
to be quiet. Want a drink?" 
Later, when they were undressing 
for the night, Mr. Lawrence poked his 
head round from the dressing room, a 
toothbrush in his hand. 
"Funny thing," he said, "that 
woman wished me a Happy Christmas. 
I never knew the Jews kept Christmas 
before.'' 
"I don't suppose she knows what it 
means," said Mrs. Lawrence, and she 
patted some skin food into her round 
smooth cheek. 
One by one the lights in the house 
were extinguished. The Lawrence fam-
ily slept. Outside the sky was bright 
with stars. And in the room over the 
garage there was one light burning. 
"I say, gosh, just look at this, I've 
got an airplane as well as a new 
engine for my railway," shouted Bob. 
"Look, it works like a real one. Look 
at the propeller." 
"Have I got two things from Dad as 
well?" asked Marigold, fumbling fever-
ishly amongst the litter of paper on 
her bed and she threw aside the large 
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doll she had just unpacked. "Nurse," 
she shrieked, "where's my other pres-
ent from Dad?" Her cheeks were hot 
and flushed. 
"Serves you right for being so 
greedy," mocked Bob. "Look what I've 
got." 
"I'll break your silly horrid plane," 
said Marigold, and tears began to fall 
down her cheeks. 
"You mustn't quarrel on Christmas 
Day," said Nurse, and she drew a small 
box triumphantly from the heap of 
waste paper. "Look, Marigold, what's 
in here?" 
Marigold tore aside the paper. Soon 
she held a glittering necklace in her 
hands. "I'm a princess!" she shouted. 
"I'm a princess ! " 
Bob threw her a glance of contempt. 
"It's not very big," he said. 
Downstairs Mr. and Mrs. Lawrence 
were being served with their morning 
tea. The electric stove was lit, the 
curtains drawn, and the room was 
flooded with sunlight. The letters and 
the parcels remained unopened, though, 
for both Mr. and Mrs. Lawrence 
listened aghast to the tale that Anna, 
the servant, had to tell. 
"I can't believe it, it's preposterous," 
said Mr. Lawrence. 
"I can. It's just typical of the sort of 
thing these people do," said Mrs. 
Lawrence. 
"Won't I give that refugee officer 
hell!" said Mr. Lawrence. 
"I don't suppose he knew," said 
Mrs. Lawrence. "They took jolly good 
care not to let on that anything might 
happen. Well, we can't keep them here 
now, that's certain. There's no one 
here to look after the woman." 
"We must telephone for an ambul-
ance and have them removed," said 
Mr. Lawrence. "I thought the woman 
had a bad colour. She must be pretty 
tough to have stood it, all alone." 
"Oh, those sort of people have 
babies very easily" said Mrs. Lawrence. 
"They scarcely feel it. Well, I'm very 
thankful they were in the garage room 
and not in the house. They can't have 
done much damage there. 
"And, Anna," she called, as the 
maid was leaving the room, " be sure 
and tell Nurse that the children are 
not to go near the garage until the 
ambulance has been." 
Then they settled down to the letters 
and parcels. 
"We'll make everyone laugh at the 
story, anyway," said Mr. Lawrence. 
"It will go down well with the turkey 
and the plum pudding." 
When they had breakfasted and had 
dressed, and the children had been in 
to tumble about on the beds and show 
their presents, Mr. and Mrs. Lawrence 
went round to the garage to see what 
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could be done about the refugees. The 
children were sent up to the nursery 
to play with their new things, because, 
after all, what had happened was not 
very nice, as Nurse agreed with Mrs. 
Lawrence. And besides, you never 
knew. 
When they came to the garage they 
found a little crowd of servants in the 
yard talking. There were the cook, and 
the parlour man, and one of the house-
maids, and the chauffeur, and even the 
garden boy. 
"What's going on?" asked Mr. 
Lawrence. 
"They've cleared out," said the 
chauffeur. 
"How do you mean, cleared out?" 
"The fellow went off while we were 
having breakfast and got hold of a 
taxi," said the chauffeur. "He must 
have gone to the stand at the end of 
the road. Never a word to any of us." 
"And we heard wheels by the back 
gate," chimed in the cook, "and he 
and the taxi driver were lifting the 
woman into the car." 
"The fellow asked for the name of a 
hospital, and we told him there was a 
Jewish hospital just before you get into 
town," said the chauffeur. "He said 
he was very sorry to have given us all 
this trouble. Cool sort of customer, 
hadn't turned a hair." 
"And the baby. We saw the baby," 
giggled the housemaid, and then she 
blushed furiously for no reason. 
"Yes," said the cook, "a proper 
little Jew, the image of his father." 
And then they all laughed and 
looked at one another rather foolishly. 
"Well," said Mr. Lawrence, "there's 
nothing more any of us can do, I 
suppose." 
The servants melted away. The 
excitement for the moment was over. 
There was the Christmas party to 
prepare for, and what with one thing 
and another they felt they had been 
run off their legs already, and it was 
only ten o'clock. 
"We'd better have a look," said Mr. 
Lawrence, jerking his head at the 
garage, Mrs. Lawrence made a face 
and followed him. 
They climbed the rickety stairs to 
the little dark room in the loft. There 
was no sign of disorder. The bed had 
been placed back against the wall, and 
the blanket was neatly folded at the 
foot. The chair and table were in the 
usual place. The window in the room 
had been opened to let in the fresh 
morning air. The stove had been 
turned out. Only one thing showed 
that the room had been used. On the 
floor, beside the bed, was a glass of 
cold water. 
Mr. Lawrence did not say anything. 
Mrs. Lawrence did not say anything, 
either. They went back to the house 
and into the drawing room. Mr. 
Lawrence wandered to the window and 
looked out across the garden. He could 
see Bob's miniature railway at the far 
corner. Mrs. Lawrence opened a 
parcel she had not seen at breakfast. 
Overhead, shouts and yells told that 
the children were either enjoying 
themselves or not. 
"What about your golf? Weren't 
you meeting the others at eleven?" 
asked Mrs. Lawrence. 
Mr. Lawrence sat down on the 
window seat. "I don't feel very keen," 
he said. 
Mrs. Lawrence put back the vanity 
case she had just drawn from sheet 
after sheet of tissue paper. 
"Funny," she said, "I feel sort of 
flat too, not a bit Christmassy." 
Through the open door they could 
see the table in the dining-room being 
prepared for lunch. The decorations 
looked fine, with the little bunches of 
flowers amidst the silver. Round the 
centre was a great heap of crackers. 
"I really don't know what else we 
could have done," said Mrs. Lawrence 
suddenly. 
Mr. Lawrence did not answer. He 
arose and began walking up and down 
the room. Mrs. Lawrence straightened 
the evergreen behind a picture. 
HAfter all, they didn't ask for any-
thing," said Mrs. Lawrence. "The man 
would have said," went on Mrs. 
Lawrence, "if the woman had been 
very ill, or the baby. I'm sure they 
were both all right. They are so tough, 
that race." 
Mr. Lawrence took out a cigar from 
his waist-coat pocket and put it back 
again. 
"They'll be much better off in the 
Jewish hospital than they would have 
been here," said Mrs. Lawrence, 
"-proper nursing and everything. We 
couldn't possibly have coped with it. 
Besides, going off in a hurry like that, 
so independent, we did not have a 
chance to suggest a thing." 
Mr. Lawrence picked up a book and 
then shut it. Mrs. Lawrence kept 
twisting and untwisting the belt on her 
dress. 
"Of course," she said hurriedly, "I 
shall go and enquire how they are, and 
take fruit and things, and perhaps some 
warm woollies, and ask if there is any-
thing else they want. I'd go this morn-
ing, only I have to take the children 
to church ... " 
And then the door opened and the 
children came into the room. 
"I've got my new necklace on," said 
Marigold. "Bob hasn't anything new 
to wear." She pirouetted round on her 
toes. · "Hurry up, Mummy, we shall be 
late, and we shall miss seeing all the 
people come in." 
"I hope they sing 'Hark the Herald 
Angels,' " said Bob. "We learnt the 
words in school and I shan't have to 
look at the book. Why was Jesus born 
in a stable, Dad?" 
"There wasn't room for them at the 
inn/' said Mr. Lawrence. 
"Why, were they refugees?" said 
Marigold. 
Nobody answered for a moment, and 
then Mrs. Lawrence got up and tied 
her hair in front of the looking glass. 
"Don't ask such silly questions, 
darling," she said. 
Mr. Lawrence threw open the 
window. Across the garden came the 
sound of the church bells. The sun 
shone on the clean white frost, turning 
it to silver. Mr. Lawrence had a funny, 
puzzled look on his face. 
"I . h " h b ''I . h '' w1s . . . e egan, w1s . . . 
But he never finished what he was 
going to say, because the two cars 
carrying the Daly family and the Col-
lins family drove in at the gate and up 
the drive, and the children with shouts 
of delight were running out onto the 
steps and calling, "Happy Christmas, 
Happy Christmas!" 
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ATLANTIC ADVOCATE RECEIVES 
NATIONAL AWARD AND 
RECOGNITION 
The Atlantic Advocate 
is proud to acknowledge the 
recognition given it by the 
Historical and Cultural 
Committee of the Canadian 
Tourist Association by the 
award of the Canadian 
Wine Institute Trophy. 
It is with pride, too, that 
we reproduce on this page 
the generous tribute paid us 
by Premier Robert L. Stan-
field, and editorials from 
two leading Canadian news-
papers. 
Premier Robert L. Stanfield made the 
following reference to the ATLANTIC 
ADVOCATE in his speech to the 
Empire Club at Toronto on November 
7th: 
"The unified spirit of the people in the 
Atlantic Provinces has many sponsors 
and champions and I perhaps should 
make mention here of the publication 
which has dedicated itself to this cause: 
and that is The Atlantic Advocate. For 
those who live outside the area and 
would like regular injections, so to 
speak, of the Atlantic spirit, they can 
certainly obtain them from this spirited 
and aggressive magazine. It is with 
allies like this that we have made such 
progress." 
CANADIAN 
TOURIST ASSOCIATION 
TROPHY 
OTTAWA (CP)-The Atlantic Ad-
vocate, Fredericton monthly magazine, 
has been awarded the Canadian Wine 
Institute Trophy for promoting interest 
in Canada's historical and cultural 
assets. Leonard Knott, chairman of the 
Canadian Tourist Association's histor-
ical and cultural committee, presented 
the trophy to Michael Wardell, editor 
and publisher of the magazine. 
The CT A awards the trophy an-
nually to the "Canadian newspaper or 
magazine which has made the greatest 
contribution to the awakening of 
public interest in the preservation and 
development of Canada's historical 
and cultural assets in the current 
year.'' 
The citation was as follows: 
"The Atlantic Advocate's editorial 
and publishing policy clearly involves 
positive encouragement to public inter-
est in Canadian historical and cultural 
matters. 
"This attitude is sustained through 
each issue of the publication; and its 
cumulative effect upon readers is 
bound to be informative concerning 
the life and thought of the Canadian 
people. 
"Most articles are of national 
interest; the writing and editing are 
uniformly good and the physical 
appearance is attractive.'' 
Judges were director Walter B. 
Herbert of the Canada Foundation; 
Louis Carrier, curator of the Chateau 
de Ramezay, a Montreal historical 
musuem, and Albert Werenfels, Mont-
real businessman and art collector. 
Editorial from 
THE OTTAWA JOURNAL 
The Atlantic Advocate 
The Canadian Tourist Association's 
historical and cultural committee has 
presented an award to the Atlantic 
Advocate for its "public interest in the 
preservation and development of Can-
ada's historical and cultural assets". 
A well-deserved award: The Journal 
for its part would be prepared to 
honor the Atlantic Advocate for its 
general excellence, for being a journal 
which in format and intellectual con-
tent ranks with the best publications 
of its kind put out anywhere on this 
continent. 
The credit for this, we must add, 
goes to that indomitable and civilized 
Briton, Brig. MICHAEL WARDELL, a 
former associate of LORD BEAVER-
BROOK who landed in Fredericton, 
N.B. some years ago to make it one 
of the important publishing centres of 
Canada. 
Editorial from 
THE CHRONICLE-HERALD 
OF HALIFAX 
Progressive Publication 
A year ago this month a new 
magazine rolled from presses in New 
Brunswick to the newsstands and mail 
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boxes in Canada's seaboard provinces. 
Its colored cover introduced a selec-
tion of well-written, expertly illustrated 
and edited articles on the business, 
cultural and social life of the four 
Atlantic Provinces. 
On its first anniversary in the pub-
lishing field, the Atlantic Advocate has 
become entirely self-supporting, counts 
a circulation of ten thousand copies a 
month, finds readership and advertis-
ing response better than expectations 
and sees the possibility of national 
distribution. 
This is a magazine which has set out 
to examine the pros and cons of life 
in the Atlantic community. And be-
cause it has enlisted talented authors 
to tell the story in plain language and 
good taste, the Atlantic Advocate has 
been able to hit its target. 
Recognizing the worth of such a 
publication in presenting their thinking 
to the rest of Canada, Maritimers have 
been hopeful that the Advocate could 
branch out farther afield. Already ten 
per cent of the circulation goes outside 
these four provinces, and the maga-
zine's editor and publisher, Brigadier 
Michael Wardell, has answered the 
call in revealing that an expansion of 
distribution from coast to coast is 
planned ... 
* * * 
It has shown a determination to look 
far and wide in these provinces for 
interesting subjects, giving prominence 
to articles of even the smallest of 
communities. The current issue is a 
special one, devoted mainly to the two 
island provinces, but true to its 
responsibilities to the whole area, it 
contains articles of Nova Scotia and 
New Brunswick as well. 
* * * 
To say that the Advocate has done a 
good job for the area it serves is an 
understatement. It has prompted a 
closer look at the opportunity for 
business and industry here and the 
joys of living by the sea. It has inspired 
Maritimers to express their views by 
writing themselves or suggesting sub-
jects to others. And now that there are 
plans to send the Advocate across the 
nation, Canadians in other provinces 
should be able to get a clearer picture 
of the aims and desires of the people 
in the east. 
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The spirit of Christmas giving is 
in the air, and the Editors of 
1'he ATLANTIC ADVOCATE have 
decided to hand out some presents too. 
You can save $1.00 on each gift subscription to 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
Just send us the names and addresses on your gift list and we will do the 
rest. We will send the first issue with your greeting to arrive for Christmas. 
Remember: the special rate of $2.00 instead of $3.00 applies only to gifts. 
Or we can send you the FREE BONUS BOOK Hunting with Rifle and Pencil 
with any three subscriptions at the regular rate of $3.00. 
This is a $6.00 hook about the Canadian outdoors, excitingly written and 
beautifully illustrated with original pencil sketches by Charles Liedl. 
Be sure to order your special gift subscriptions or free 
bonus book right away. Christmas is just around the corner. 
Subscription rates in CANADA, GREAT BRITAIN and COMMONWEALTH, $3.00 
a year; UNITED STATES and OTHER COUNTRIES, $4.00 a year. Special Christmas 
Gift Subscriptions are $1.00 Jess. 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE., Gleaner Building 
FREDERICTON, NEW BRUNSWICK, CANADA 
Whatever you're saving for-better save at 
The BANK of NOVA SCOTIA! 
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A VIEW FROM 
A VANTAGE-VIII 
by MICHAEL WARDELL 
World Copyright, Michael Wardell, /957 
Lord Louis Mountbatten, now 
Admiral of the Fleet Earl 
Mountbatten of Burma and 
First Sea Lord, invited the 
writer to sail with him on a 
"sweep" in the North Sea 
early in the Second World 
War. 
FOLLOWING HARD on the order: "RAISE STEAM WITH DES-pATCH" came news that two 
tankers had been blown up about 
twelve miles out to sea beyond the 
mouth of the Tyne. They were believed 
torpedoed. The Kelly and the Mohawk 
were to scupper the submarines with 
the assistance of the escort vessel 
Flamingo due to meet us out at sea. 
Mountbatten cracked out his orders, 
did a quick change into his sea-going 
clothes, and in no time at all we were 
ready to sail. Officers appeared in 
jerseys, some of them in sea boots, and 
I changed into my sea-faring outfit 
consisting of thick woollen reach-me-
downs, shooting stockings, thick trous-
ers, gum boots, woollen jersey, woollen 
oilskin waistcoat, another waistcoat 
made of a dead sheep with its wool 
left on, and on top of all a huge khaki 
jacket specially bought "off the peg" 
in London for the purpose, and an 
immense mufller! And it was not a 
layer too much, I found, when I went 
up to the bridge at 2 o'clock. We were 
ready and waiting for the Mohawk. At 
2:10 p.m. Mountbatten swung the 
Kelly into the stream, with no tug boat 
or pilot, handling the ship with super-
lative skill, so it seemed to me, and 
with masterly confidence and decision. 
We had to wait quite a long time for 
the Mohawk to get into position 
behind us, and it was past 3 o'clock 
when we reached the mouth of the 
Tyne. Mountbatten led the way. He 
knew the river and ordered theM ohawk 
to keep well astern so as to avoid both 
being mined when we got outside. 
Butler-Bowdon had the course work-
ed out over the swept channel and he 
and Mountbatten were in constant 
consultation. Near the mouth a couple 
of trawlers were sweeping, leaving a 
OUNTBATTEN 
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channel which led us to the area where 
the latest casualties had occurred. There 
the sweeping had ceased. Everyone 
realized that there was, in all pro-
bability, a new minefield, and that we 
were heading straight into it. Surgeon 
Lieutenant Alderson, at my side, 
pursed his lips. "I've only been en-
gaged a week," he said to me in a 
confidential undertone, with no hint of 
fear; rather as a sort of clinical 
appraisal. The tolerance of men's 
minds to danger is very great, and 
although everyone knew he might be 
blown up by mine or torpedo at any 
moment, there was no deviation from 
normal behaviour. I remember, my-
self, in spite of my apprehension, 
feeling a strange elation born of excite-
ment and the sense of power en-
gendered by my first experience of a 
modern destroyer as she drove her 
bows through the sea throwing jets of 
hissing, sizzling spray. The cold inten-
sified as the bitter wind flecked the 
waves as far as the eye could reach. 
The horizon was lost in the light of the 
late afternoon as sea and air merged 
into a grey-blue infinity. 
Lieutenant Goodenough, ("Torps"), 
stood on the port side of the bridge 
with earphones connected to a sub-
marine detector called an "asdic", 
then new and on the secret list. It 
barked rhythmically like a robot dog. 
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By its echo it denoted the direction and 
size or distance of a vessel either sur-
faced or submerged. Guns were man-
ned and torpedo tubes charged and 
ready. Lookout men scanned the sea 
and I exercised my one and only eye 
with my new and powerful Ross 
binoculars bought in London for the 
occasion. About a dozen miles out we 
came upon the two tankers, one lying 
low in the water, abandoned but 
capable of salvage, the other a mile or 
so away blazing furiously. The oil was 
evidently pouring over the water, and 
a great area of the sea was a blazing 
furnace in the darkening light of the 
December afternoon. 
The vivid surge of colour from the 
huge and hungry flames made an awful 
and marvellous sight never to be 
forgotten in its dreadful beauty. As we 
approached at four o'clock I dashed 
below for my camera. I took a dozen 
pictures. No sign of the submarine. I 
was emptying my pipe preparatory to 
refilling it when there was a dull 
"woomph!" The ship seemed to shake 
with a new vibration and there was a 
grating noise followed in a couple of 
seconds by a terrific explosion which 
pitched me head foremost against the 
forward rail of the bridge. Mount-
batten was holding tight to the rail. 
"They've got us!'' he said, quite 
quietly. Then the whole ship seemed 
The Mountbattens - a family snapshot. 
Lord Louis Mountbatten with his mother, 
Princess Victoria, Dowager Marchioness 
of Milford Haven, Lady Louis, and their 
daughters Patricia, now Lady Brabourne 
(left) and Pamela (right). 
to be blown up, bows rearing into the 
air and stern kicking like a bucking 
horse. I was thrown with a group of 
officers into a general melee on the 
bridge. One of them pulled off his 
overcoat as he staggered to his feet. He 
and others likewise, as they told me 
afterwards, fully expected after the 
second explosion to be blown into the 
sea. As we gathered ourselves up no 
one knew just what had happened or 
what was the damage. I thought we 
had been torpedoed. Someone sug-
gested the depth charges had exploded. 
Someone said "Mined". Mountbatten 
stopped the engines, ordered the ship's 
company to stand by bulkheads which 
could be closed against flooding, called 
for reports and sent a signal. I thought 
of the Royal Oak torpedoed in Scapa 
Flow a few weeks earlier, and of how 
she lay rocked by the first explosion 
until the second sent her to the bottom 
of the sea. As we waited I expected a 
second salvo might blow us to smither-
eens. Meanwhile the reports began to 
come in. The steering gear was smashed 
and the rudder stuck at 45 degrees. 
The after part of the ship was severely 
damaged, sides and deck stoved in, the 
ammunition magazine flooded. It was 
clear we had hit a mine. Mountbatten 
collected his information methodically 
and went below. He returned with a 
woeful face and a category of damage. 
"And my beautiful cabin which was 
the apple of my eye," he said half 
humorously, "It's been knocked to 
hell!" I went down to take a look at it. 
Walls, mirrors and even the metal 
beams were torn and twisted. Every-
thing was heaped and scattered on the 
floor, books, pictures and furniture in 
wreckage and confusion. Both main 
cabin and bedroom were flooding. I 
was just out in time, I thought. On my 
way back to the bridge, I looked into 
one or two of the other cabins in the 
after part of the ship. Destruction, up-
heaval and debris. The men were cheer-
ful and I felt the warmest admiration 
for them. "So Lord Haw-Haw was 
right after all," one of them said. "Who 
is he anyway? Is it true he is Baillie-
Stewart ?* What price a Christmas 
holiday now?!" Mount batten des-
patched a second signal describing the 
double explosion, the depth forty 
fathoms and particulars of the damage. 
He asked for tugs to tow us in. Just then 
a tug providentially appeared on the 
scene, sent out to tow in the tanker. 
Mountbatten seized it and sent a signal 
reporting his action and requesting two 
more tugs. 
At 5:10p.m. we started our weary 
way back after breaking the towline 
and innumerable other delays whilst 
the tug chugged about, winding and 
unwinding itself and doing things that 
were beyond my comprehension. It is 
a formidable task for a tug to tow a 
destroyer in the dark. I stood on the 
bridge. Guns and torpedo tubes were 
manned and the men stood at action 
station. We slid slowly through the 
dark sea in silence except for the slight 
sound of the tug ahead and the "bark-
ing dog" detector. Presently the dog 
began to bark in earnest. It changed its 
echo. A ship or a wreck or a submarine 
was being rapidly overhauled close on 
the starboard side. "Train guns to star-
board", Mount batten ordered. Eyes 
were strained into the night but there 
was no sign of a surface craft. It must 
be a submarine, Mountbatten said. We 
could not use depth charges as we 
should have blown ourselves up at our 
slow speed of two knots or so. So a 
signal was sent to the Mohawk. The 
asdic told us we passed directly over 
the contact. We were in no shape to 
take an active part in the hunt and 
continued our leisurely limping way 
home. The Mohawk picked up the echo 
but could not locate a submarine. The 
incident was extraordinarily exciting 
while it lasted, and a dead "sub" 
would have been a fitting climax to 
the day. 
At 11 :30 p.m. we reached the mouth 
of the Tyne. There we were met by 
two more tugs and after an hour of 
manreuvering we were harnessed to 
the pair of them. They pulled us up 
the river while a third, an antique 
paddle steamer, had a line out aft to 
pull our stern round in lieu of a 
rudder. We made a slow, stately and 
sad procession upriver. Shipyards and 
factories on both banks were alive 
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with activity, masses of workmen ham-
mering and sawing steel and riveting 
by the light of arc lamps and flares. We 
were hailed by an outpost of Lloyds 
whose interest was in insurance claims. 
He asked our identity. "A man-of-war 
returning to the river!" Mountbatten 
shouted from the bridge. Then a 
motor boat pulled alongside from 
Hawthorn Leslies'. Mount batten gave 
their representative directions for pre-
paring a drydock. "I should have 
thought Stephenson would have been 
out to meet us," Mountbatten said. 
"He is always on the job." 
We docked, and I found that a train 
was due shortly to leave for London, 
after one of the strangest experiences I 
ever crammed into forty-eight hours. 
I left with an intense admiration for the 
Royal Navy and for the men who 
manned the tugs and the mine sweepers 
at constant risk of their lives. 
Five months later, in May 1940, the 
Kelly was torpedoed. On that occasion 
she was four days in tow and under 
constant attack before she could be 
brought for repairs to the yard where 
she was built. While she was being re-
paired, Mountbatten led his flotilla in 
other destroyers; in the J ave/in he 
fought the night action in which his 
ship had her bow and stern blown off. 
The spring of next year found him 
* Norman Baillie-Stewart was a junior 
officer in the Seaforth Highlanders sta-
tioned at Aldershot in England when he 
was sentenced to five years imprisonment 
in 1933 under the Official Secrets Act. 
His case created notoriety at the time, 
when he was known as ''the Officer in the 
Tower", before his name was publicly dis-
closed. After discharge from prison in 
19 3 7, he left England and later became a 
German citizen. He was brought back 
to England under arrest and sentenced 
in 1945 to a further five years penal ser-
vitude for broadcasting German news 
bulletins during the war. He was not 
"Lord Haw-Haw". 
Lord Haw-Haw's broadcasts excited 
interest and speculation throughout the 
war. In 1945 William Joyce was arrested 
as the perpetrator of these broadcasts, 
flown to Britain, tried on a charge of 
high treason, and hanged on January 
3rd 1946. 
The name "Lord Haw-Haw" was invented 
by a writer of Lord Beaverbrook's Daily 
Express on account of the broadcaster's 
insolent and sneering voice, and the name 
became the subject of endless jokes which 
appealed during the war to the British 
sense of humour, particularly among the 
troops. Joyce claimed variously to have 
been born in Galway, Ireland, and New 
York, but had been in possession of a 
British passport. The judge in his sum-
ming-up, said, "There is no doubt that an 
alien owes allegiance to the Crown, so 
long as he is resident within the realm . . . 
If he then steps out of the realm, armed 
\vith the protection normally conferred on 
a British subject-improperly obtained 
it may be, but nevertheless obtained-
then, if he leaves this realm 'wrapped up 
in the Union Jack', in my view he has 
not divested himself of the allegiance 
which he owes." · 
conducting operations from the Kelly 
again, based chiefly on Malta, which 
at that time was under daily air attack. 
His ship was finally sunk by a thousand-
pound bomb in an attack by Stukas 
during the battle of Crete. When the 
ship was torpedoed, and when she was 
sunk, not a man moved. As she turned 
over at 32 knots before plunging to the 
bottom, her guns were still firing. 
The whole ship's company went down 
with her, and fewer than half survived 
the battle and the subsequent machine 
gunning to which they were subjected 
in the water. 
Mountbatten was one of the lucky 
ones. 
Back in London, I bathed and 
changed and then telephoned to 
Beaverbrook. I told him in the guarded 
terms of wartime telephony that I was 
just returned from "a visit to Dickie", 
and that it had been a pretty exciting 
affair. It was arranged I should dine 
with him that night at Cherkley. 
Next, I went to see Lady Louis 
Mountbatten, who was staying with 
her mother-in-law at Kensington Pal-
ace. I gave her a full account of what 
had transpired, together with messages 
from Mountbatten. After that I looked 
into White's Club in St. James's Street 
and on to Buck's, round the corner in 
Clifford Street. Both were packed with 
friends to whom I had an almost 
irrepressible urge to tell my story-the 
war was yet young and the gloss of 
strange adventure had not yet worn 
off. I asked myself whether there was 
any reason for reticence. Thousands of 
eyes from the banks of the Tyne had 
seen the Kelly's sad return and shore 
leave had, I knew, been granted to both 
ships' companies. Up there at New-
castle-on-Tyne the catastrophe must 
be common gossip. Why shouldn't I 
do a little gossiping myself? 
I didn't. I decided that apart from 
Hengwrt, my home in Wales, with a view 
of the M awddach estuary. 
Beaverbrook, a Privy Councillor as 
well as a newspaper proprietor, and 
Lady Louis herself, I would say "nowt 
to nobody", as they say up there on 
the Tyne. I felt rather smug, and a 
little foolish about it, but I kept my 
mouth clamped tight as an oyster. And 
so I set out for Cherkley and my 
dinner with Beaverbrouk. 
Sitting with him in his library before 
dinner I told him the story. When I 
had finished he said "The Admiralty 
haven't released it. Perhaps they 
won't." As he spoke, Brendan Bracken 
arrived, and joined in the conversa-
tion. I assumed that, as he was 
Parliamentary Secretary to Winston 
Churchill at the Admiralty, he knew all 
about the Kelly. 
Next day I went home to Wales and 
spent a day with my gun in the snipe 
bogs of the Mawddach estuary. It was 
past four and nearly dark when I came 
in to tea. "The Welsh Guards have 
been telephoning incessantly," I was 
told. "A military disaster or an in-
vasion," I thought as I put a call in to 
London. I spoke to Major Dudley 
Ward, an endearing elderly "dug-out" 
who had returned to the fold for the 
war and was Regimental Adjutant of 
the Welsh Guards. "I say, old boy," he 
boomed, "you've been blotting your 
copybook, I'm afraid. You must come 
back to London at once, tonight, and 
report to the Lieutenant Colonel." 
"Blotting my copybook?" I repeated, 
amazed, not having heard the phrase 
since my schooldays. "What in the 
world do you mean? Anyway, I can't 
come to London tonight unless you 
wire me some petrol . . . (English 
idiom for gas: there was already tight 
rationing) ... The first train will land 
me there shortly after one o'clock 
tomorrow afternoon." Reluctantly he 
agreed. "But it's serious, I'm afraid," 
he warned; "there's a great row going 
on at the War Office." 
The Lieutenant Colonel was sitting 
at his desk waiting for me when I 
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arrived at Birdcage Walk. Dudley 
Ward escorted me to the War Office 
and paraded me before the Director of 
Military Intelligence, a small man with 
a thin nose who regarded me with a 
peculiarly offensive expression. "The 
telephone wires between the Admiralty 
and the War Office are red hot," he 
said, "and all because of you. I hope 
you are ashamed. You are a damned 
fool!" I said "SIR!" and stared into 
space. "You've been babbling at dinner 
about the Kelly. Whom did you tell?" 
"Lord Beaverbrook, Brendan Bracken 
and Lady Louis Mountbatten," I re-
plied. "And who else?" "No one," I 
said, still looking ahead into space and 
standing very stiff. The Director of 
Military Intelligence scolded, insulted, 
threatened. I said no more, for I had 
no more to say. When some word from 
me was imperative, I said "SIR!" This 
reduced the general to a monologue. It 
seemed to infuriate him. At last he ran 
out of steam. "You can now GET 
OUT," he wound up. "I had quite 
decided to court martial you. But this 
time I shan't. Go back to White's, 
pray, and tell your friends warming 
their backsides in front of the fire that 
the next one who speaks out of turn 
has a court martial waiting for him!" 
I didn't. I was too disgusted. In any 
event, if I had "warned my friends", I 
should be telling the very story that 
was taboo. I reporttd back to the 
Headquarters of the Welsh Guards. 
The Lieutenant Colonel was kind and 
everybody was considerate, and I went 
off to spend Christmas in Wales with 
orders to report to the Training Batta-
lion on January 1st. Nevertheless, I 
was bitterly affronted by the injustice 
of the charge and by the way it had 
been made. And looking back over the 
eighteen years, I feel the same today. 
A VIEW FROM A VANTAGE 
continues next month 
IN one respect only does modern Christmas in Newfoundland com-pare with ancient days-it begins 
early. In 19th century Newfoundland, 
and thefirstpartofthis century too, pre-
parations for Christmas began early in 
November. Once the boats had been 
hauled up and turned bottom up and 
covered with boughs, the fish shipped 
to market, the wood-haul for the 
winter stocked against the "Iinney", 
then the thoughts of one and all 
centred on the approaching season. 
Poultry and livestock, fattened for 
the season, would be killed and 
stowed away in the underground 
cellars, proof for any doubting Thomas 
that winters in Newfoundland were 
cold and came early. With the first 
snow the wood that had been cut and 
stacked during the fall was hauled out 
from "in aback" of the settlement; 
while so engaged the men "kept an eye 
out" for a good log, as they "cruised" 
through the woods, a tree that would 
serve as Yule Log, and burn all 
through the Christmas season. Most 
homes then had big, open fireplaces 
where this log was put to burn. Like 
everything else in Newfoundland it had 
its own peculiar name. It was called 
the "back junk" because it was placed 
well in towards the back of the hearth, 
where it sputtered and smouldered 
away right through the Christmas 
season. 
The Christmas fire was lit in some-
thing akin to ritual fashion, by the 
striking of a flint on steel with the 
spark falling on specially prepared 
tinder. At some stage during the fest-
ivities a flaming brand from the "back 
junk" was thrown over the ridgepole 
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of the house to protect all within from 
fire during the year ahead. The open 
chimneys also served a utilitarian 
purpose from the food-curing point of 
view, and some of them must have 
been a gourmand's delight with hams, 
black puddings, and herring hung up 
inside to be cured in the wholesome 
smoke. Over these fireplaces hung one 
of the fishermen's essential possessions, 
his muzzle-loading sealing gun. Seven 
feet and more in length they well 
deserved their nickname of "Long 
Toms". Rammed full of powder and 
discharged in a fusillade at a given 
time all around the harbour, these 
"Long Toms", or Poole guns, made 
official note that the Christmas Holi-
days had arrived. 
In those days "holidays" meant 
what they said. J. B. Jukes, the first 
Geological Surveyor of Newfoundland, 
who spent the winter of 1839-40 in St. 
John's, tells us that during the Christ-
mas Season (Christmas Eve to Twelfth 
Night) work came to standstill, the 
business people shut their books and 
counting-rooms, and all was given over 
to gaiety and celebration. The people 
went from house to house, and from 
house to church, praying, singing, 
feasting and dancing. The mummers 
were the centre of attraction and were 
as different from today's mummers as 
a codfish from a caplin. 
In the first place the mummers 
were usually men of some distinction 
in the community-the best fisherman, 
the finest trapper, the most capable 
woodsman. And the men who were 
selected to play the parts in the ancient 
Mummers' Play were the cream of 
them all. This Mummers' Play, a direct 
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survival from medireval England, was 
being performed in Newfoundland up 
to within fifty years ago, under the title 
of "Soldiers Acting At Christmas". It 
is still performed in parts of England 
where it is known as the "Pace-Egg 
Play", and the Newfoundland version 
is a lineal descendant of the famous 
English "St. George" folk play of the 
Middle Ages, which was last performed 
in Lutterworth, Leicestershire, three-
quarters of a century ago. 
Among the leading characters in this 
play were St. George (changed to 
King George at a later period), Father 
Christmas (of course), the Turkish 
Knight (Emir or Sultan), Dr. Faustus 
and his diabolical accomplice, Beelze-
bub, a clown, a jack tar, and other 
supernumerary characters. These often 
included outstanding personalities in 
history or the current news. Since the 
climax of the performance was a savage 
battle with wooden swords between 
St. George and the Turkish Knight, 
there was always a quack doctor in the 
cast to revive the slain. Here is a 
sample of the Doctor's lines as he 
claimed: 
"I can cure the hits, fits, palsy and 
the gout, 
If there is an evil spirit in a man, 
I can drive it out ... " 
In support of his claim he would say: 
"I have a little bit of hare's grease 
and mare's grease, 
The wig of a weasel and the wool 
of a frog, 
And twenty-.four ounces o.f Septem-
ber fog ... " 
Then to prove his claim he would 
make the following application of his 
cure-all: 
"/rub a little on his temple, and a 
little on the crackbone of his 
heart, 
Arise, arise, bold champion, and 
boldly act thy part; 
Arise, arise, my lofty man, I long 
to see you stand, 
Open your eyes and look about, I 
will take you by the hand." 
Whereupon the "slain" man would 
. 
arise. 
It is very significant to note that the 
great novelist of the West Country of 
England, Thomas Hardy, interpolated 
a portion of the St. George or Mum-
mers' Play in his novel The Return of 
the Native. Devon and Dorset, which 
sent so many of the early settlers to 
Newfoundland, furnished most of 
Hardy's locales and characterizations. 
It comes as no particular surprise that 
the portions of the play used by Hardy 
in his novel bear a marked resemblance 
to the Newfoundland versions of the 
Christmas Play of St. George. Nat-
urally the Mummers' Play demanded 
plenty of room, and certain homes in 
the old days had the reputation for 
being "good Christmas houses" be-
cause they had extra large kitchens 
that served as the stage for the "Fools" 
or "Mummers" or "Janneys", to give 
them their peculiar local name. 
The "janneys" wore costumes that 
were limited in their garishness only by 
the bounds of the wearer's imagination, 
so that the results, at times, were 
nothing short of spectacular. Dark 
trousers with gaudy slashes down the 
legs, fancy-coloured shirts and sas~es, 
high, conical, pasteboard hats, hke 
dunce-caps, streaming with ribbons 
and tassels, these "rig-outs" resembled 
nothing as much as the raiment of the 
ancient court jester or fool, cele-
brated in song and story. On their 
rounds the janneys carried "swabs". 
A "swab" was a bladder- taken from 
a codfish more often than not- which 
was blown up like a balloon. It con-
tained a number of pebbles and was 
fastened to a short stick. The mummers 
used their "swabs" to belabour the 
spectators as they passed by. They 
wore imported masks when they could 
get them, which was not often, and 
mainly relied on home-made affairs 
guaranteed to be as grotesque and 
unique as Newfoundland ingenuity 
could make them. 
The most frightening apparitions 
among the mummers were the so-
called "Hobby-horses". In this dis-
guise the actor wore a wooden and 
canvas replica of a horse's head over 
his own head and shoulders, and 
fastened under the armpits. By means 
of a string the horse's jaws could be 
made to open and shut, an action that 
struck delightful terror into the capti-
vated youngsters who trailed behind 
them. Needless to say, the "fools" had 
the freedom and hospitality of any 
house they visited for they brought 
their instruments and their music for 
the eight-handed reel, the cotillion, 
or the Sir Roger de Coverley. They 
almost always had a fiddler, and an 
accordion-player, and fortunate indeed 
was the community which boasted the 
talents of a flutist. Old prints illustrate 
the procession of the mummers which 
included the 19th century counterpart 
of the modern "floats", which were 
very ingenious and elaborate when we 
consider the resources available at the 
time. Unfortunately, and particularly 
during elections, troublesome elements 
among the population sometimes took 
advantage of the mummers' disguise 
to commit acts of violence against 
persons and cause malicious damage 
to property. Finally, after a Bay 
Roberts man named Mercer was killed 
by mummers, the House of Assembly 
passed an act in 1851 outlawing the 
custom. Mumming on the grand scale 
soon vanished from St. John's and the 
towns of Conception Bay, but to the 
north and in the more isolated areas 
where the law did not reach, the habit 
continued to survive. 
Much akin to and sometimes inter-
changeable with the mummers was the 
quaint practice of the "Hunting of the 
Wran (Wren)". This took place on St. 
Stephen's or Boxing Day, the 26th of 
December. The procedure was as 
follows: The hunters selected a wide 
bough from a Christmas tree and 
decked it with coloured ribbons. Since 
the wren is not indigenous to New-
foundland, a dead robin was sub-
stituted. It was laid on a piece of red 
cloth spread on the bough. A teen-age 
youth dressed like a ragamuffin carried 
the wren on its bier. The hunters went 
from door to door repeating the fol-
lowing chant: 
"The wran, the wran, the king of all 
birds, 
On St. Stephen's Day was caught 
in the furze ,· 
Although he was little his honour 
was great, 
Rise up, landlady, and give us a 
treat ( trate) ,· 
With a pocket full of money, and a 
cellar .full o.f beer, 
We wish you a Merry Christmas 
and a Happy New Year." 
The landlady (hostess) would have 
to be very obtuse not to see the con-
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nection between the demand for a 
"trate" and the reference to a cellar 
full of beer. No doubt the demand was 
liberally met. 
Liquid nourishment was not the only 
kind of food or drink that was held in 
particular esteem during the Christmas 
season. If the people of Massachusetts 
had such high regard for the cod as 
to display his replica in their State 
House surely the least Newfound-lander~ could do was allow him to 
grace their table at the festive time. It 
is said that no family with any pre-
tensions to "quality", or with deep-
rooted religious convictions, would eat 
any kind of meat on St. Stephen's Day. 
Fish was required eating, especially 
salt codfish, and elaborate recipes were 
in existence for the preparation of the 
so-called "Christmas Fish". The cus-
tom likely held on longest in the distant 
outports where fresh ~eat and po~ltry 
were unavailable until comparatively 
recent times. 
This reference serves to recall that 
in the old days St. John's had many 
advantages over the outports- advant-
ages that have been more or less equal-
ized by modern methods of transport, 
communication, and food preserva-
tion. Poultry and fresh meat were 
usually abundant among citizens of the 
capital, while their less fortunate 
compatriots dined, if they were lucky, 
on salt beef and seabirds. Shooting a 
turr in those days was not a punishable 
offence, as it was to become soon after 
Confederation, but a profitable pas-
time. Vessels were continually coming 
and going between Prince Edward 
Island and St. John's loaded with 
cargoes of fresh vegetables, meat and 
fruit, which sold at prices within the 
reach of the poorest families. 
New Year's Day in St. John's was a 
gala occasion. The various societies 
had erected arches of green boughs 
across the street in front of their halls, 
and the members turned out for a 
parade headed by a brass band if one 
was available. The arches were decor-
ated with lace curtains and flags and 
displayed pictures of the Queen,. the 
Pope, local celebrities, e.g. politicians 
and sealing captains and so on. After 
the parade it was "open house" ~ve_ry­
where and in the afternoon sleighing partie~ took to the frozen countryside, 
and the rinks and the ponds were 
crowded with skaters. 
• HORSE POWER 
e 
e 
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• MAN POWER 
• TRANSPORT POWER 
Nova Scotia has an adequate supply of Horse Power in 
electricity - with more to come as new developments take 
place. 
Nova Scotia has great resources in Man Power - workers 
who are quick to learn new skills and put them to use in 
building new industries. Nova Scotia's labour force is one of 
her greatest assets. 
Nova Scotia's Transport Po\\rer lies in her fine, all-year 
highways, and ready access to railway, steamship, air and bus 
services throughout the Province. 
These are three most important considerations for manu-
facturers seeking plant locations. Ask about them, and get 
further information on the advantages listed below: 
All-year, sheltered ocean ports with easy e Water, fuel and raw materials in wide 
variety . . . abundant and low priced. access to world-wide trade routes. 
Excellent . sites, low-priced and easily 
adapted to any purpose. 
Ample electrical power available any-
where at reasonable rates. 
e 
e 
Temperate, equable climate - with com-
parative freedom from destructive storms. 
Efficient, fast transportation facilities by 
land, sea and air, and excellent highways 
under constant improvement. 
e High-calibre labour force - adaptable, en-
ergetic, and stable. 
e No provincial or municipal sales tax in 
Nova Scotia. 
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Pirate treasure has a never ending lure for old and young. Here a party of summer visitors from Chester peer into the depths of the 
famous Money Pit on Oak Island, reputed hiding place of Capt. Kidd's gold. The late President Franklin D. Roosevelt of the 
United States, as a young man, plied pick and shovel in a treasure hunt on this spot. 
NOVA SCOTIA'S 
TREASURE ISLAND 
MOST as regular as the tides 
that guard the island's mystify-
ing secret, the pirates of a once 
romantic era return in ghostlike form 
to rattle their golden chains and 
pieces of eight tantalizingly across 
the pine-studded knolls of Oak 
Island, off Nova Scotia's south shore. 
The tall oaks that gave the island 
its name have long since died. But 
livelier than ever, and gaining new 
life each year, is a legend-fortified 
by enough facts to be mysterious 
and a lot of guesswork - that deep 
in the rocky soil lies a pirate's treas-
ure worth as much as five million 
dollars. 
It's a riddle that has led to what 
is undoubtedly the world's longest, 
most expensive-and least rewarding 
-treasure hunt. 
There are scoffers and cynics; but 
for every one there is another con-
vinced that some day an ingenious 
shaft-now known as the ''money 
pit"-that has helped shield the secret 
that lies below for more than 150 
by Irving C. Whynot 
Copyright, Irving C. Whynot, 1957 
years will be conquered. The shaft, 
in fact, is the only tangible evidence 
of buried treasure, and if it doesn't 
hold treasure nobody as yet has come 
up with a suitable alternative ex-
planation of its purpose. 
But there are many who believe in 
the buried wealth, enough in fact to 
pour an estimated quarter-million 
dollars into unsuccessful hunts for 
the unknown prize. 
It's an enigma complete with all 
the trimmings of a swashbuckling 
movie pirate; strange fires and un-
solved deaths, secret codes and 
guardian ghosts. 
Companies have been formed to 
seek the hoard, and gone bankrupt; 
men with shovels and others with 
heavy, modern drilling equipment 
have tried to solve the riddle, and 
failed; men have dreamed of the 
treasure, and spent their savings try-
ing to turn their nocturnal vision into 
cash. 
Three, perhaps, have had some ac-
tual knowledge to what lies deep in 
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the now-famed pit. They disappeared, 
or were killed, before they could tell 
their tales. 
But almost every year now since 
three young men first stumbled onto 
the tiny island and found clues that 
pointed to buried wealth, someone 
has tried to uncover what they hope-
fully dream is an untold fortune. 
As Americans flock into the sum-
mer resort village of Chester not far 
away and talk wistfully of pirates and 
buccaneers, a good many of the 
local residents nod their heads know-
ingly, figure the ''silly season" is on 
again and repeat what they've often 
said before: "The only treasure on 
Oak Island is the one being spent 
digging all those holes." 
It's come to such a state that signs 
had to be put up warning visitors to 
''Beware of Holes". Oak Island now 
is a business, as well as a rna jor tour-
ist attraction. And unless someone 
hits pay dirt soon it's likely to remain 
that way for some time to come be-
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cause the mystery, like wine, seems 
to be improving with age. 
The strangest part of the whole 
thing is that no one knows for sure 
what they are seeking, or for that 
matter if there is anything buried at 
all. 
The most popular and publicized 
theory-and the least likely-is that 
the pit holds the ill-gotten riches of 
the notorious pirate Captain William 
Kid d. 
But there is no authentic record 
that Kidd ever sailed the Nova Scotia 
coast, and even if he or some other 
pirate did, there's little likelihood they 
could have masterminded construc-
tion of the intricate money cache. 
A more likely theory is that the 
treasure, if there is one, was buried 
by the French garrison of Louis bourg, 
on Cape Breton Island 300 miles 
north of Halifax. 
During the Seven Years War 
( 1 7 5 6-6 3 ) , the French government 
sent £2,000,000 to Louisbourg to 
rebuild the fortress there. And it's 
possible that the garrison carted it off 
to Oak Island for hiding rather than 
risk its loss to the English. French 
army engineers., for instance, could 
have designed and supervised con-
struction of the shaft. 
Some people, including the late 
President Franklin Roosevelt of the 
United States, believed that the deeps 
might contain the crown jewels of 
France which King Louis XVI tried 
to take out of the country in 1791. 
But history records that Louis was 
captured long before he reached the 
French coast. 
These theories, however, also have 
loopholes. For instance, the coco-
nut fibre found in the shaft and con-
necting drains to the sea must have 
come from the tropics and it's doubt-
ful if the French ships had sailed 
there. 
There are even some people who 
say that pirates never cruised this 
part of the Nova Scotia coast but 
Desbrisey's History of Lunenburg 
County discounts this contention. The 
author recalls that in 1701 the French 
had a garrison at the mouth of the 
LaHave River and Governor Brouil-
lon invited a hundred ships of pirate 
sail to Mahone Bay to defend the 
colony against attack from the Brit-
ish, then in possession of the Louis-
bourg fortress. Mahone, incidentally, 
comes from the French term ma-
honne, a low, rakish craft popular 
with coast pirates. 
The origin of the money shaft, 
and the treasure, therefore, is as 
much a mystery today as it was when 
first uncovered. But this much is 
certain: whoever buried anything 
there did it so it would be next to im-
possible to recover. 
Husky George Greene, an expert 
petroleum engineer financed by a 
group of wealthy Texas oilmen, was 
the latest to find this out in his at-
tempt to solve the pit's well-guarded 
secret last in 19 55. 
Incidentally, it was Greene's uncle, 
John W. Shields, a successful Okla-
homa City real estate broker, who 
financed the 1904 search in which the 
late President Roosevelt, then a young 
lawyer, was associated. 
Using the n1ost modern of oil 
drilling rig, Greene sank four holes 
without striking his goal: a concrete 
vault which he figures holds the 
treasure. But he did find the clues 
that have spurred others in their ef-
forts: layers of wood at regular inter-
vals down the shaft, and strange 
cavities. 
"You know " he said "some 
' ' people are silly enough to say that 
there can't be a concrete vault at the 
bottom of this pit. They argue that 
there was no such thing as concrete 
in early days. But they should think 
back to the days of the Romans. They 
had cement. 
''But I don't think Captain Kidd 
was ever here. If there's any treas-
ure there it is probably Peruvian stuff 
brought here by the Spaniards. 
"Others say that there's nothing at 
all. Well, either someone went to an 
awful lot of trouble to plant those 
platforms or there are an awful lot 
of liars in the world." 
Beaten by the arrival of winter 
weather, but not convinced that the 
treasure is lost forever, CJreene 
clamped a cigar in his mouth and a 
look of determination on his face as 
he sailed away from Oak Island, and 
promised: 
"I'll be back.'' He said the holes 
he bored ''haven't proved or dis-
proved the legend about buried treas-
ure. But they have convinced me 
that I should come back again.'' 
If he, or anyone else, does find 
the treasure they will have to split 
it three ways: five per cent to the 
province, a cut to island-owner M. R. 
Chappell of Sydney, N.S., and the rest 
for themselves. Greene's agreement 
called for a 45 per cent slice for 
Chappell. 
A successful businessman, Chap-
pell bought the southern third of the 
island in 1948 to continue a family 
association dating back to 1795. He 
won't say how much he paid. 
''Only two people, the fellow I 
bought it from, and myself, know 
that; and we agreed to keep it to 
ourselves," he said. 
He has been offered a sale on sev-
eral occasions but turned them down 
flat. Asked to name a price, he re-
plies: "There isn't one; it just isn't 
for sale, at any price. I'd be a fool 
to sell now." 
Is he convinced that there is a 
treasure on Oak Island? 
Evasively, he says only: "I'm con-
vinced there is a mystery there to be 
solved. 
"But it seems to be an intangible 
asset,'' he says. ''Everything I buy 
seems to go up in value ten or fifteen 
times.'' 
When he does return, Greene will 
be only another in a long parade of 
those who have tried-and failed-
to solve the mystery of the little 
island. There have been seven or-
ganized attempts, and many smaller 
ones. 
Back in 1795, Oak Island was just 
one of 3 65 islands of assorted sizes 
in sheltered Mahone Bay, 43 miles 
from Halifax. A mile long and a half-
mile wide, it was not inhabited when 
Daniel Mcinnis, Anthony Vaughan 
and Jack Smith beached their canoe 
on the eastern shore and set out to 
explore the oak groves. 
About 400 feet inland, in a cleared 
spot, they found a single great oak, 
one of its larger lower limbs sawed 
off some distance from the trunk. 
They found marks on the limb, and 
surmised they could have been made 
by a block and tackle hoisting a heavy 
object. 
They reported later that the tree 
bore "curious marks and figures,'' 
apparently made with an axe. Under 
the tree was a depression in the grass, 
about 12 feet in diameter. 
Their imagination fired, they gath-
ered tools and returned to the island 
to start digging. The depression, they 
found, outlined a shaft in the hard 
clay. The soil was loose and they 
made good headway until striking a 
layer of heavy oak planking at a 
depth of ten feet. They removed this, 
then struck another layer of oak at 
twenty feet, and still another at thirty. 
Tired, and unable to go further 
without aid, they returned to the 
mainland to enlist help. But they 
were met instead with tales that the 
island was haunted by a fearsome 
apparition that emitted sulphurous 
fires at night, and that the island 
rang with weird groans and shrieks. 
They found one woman who re-
called that her grandmother had told 
of peculiar lights on the island in 
1720. The braver spirits of the 
settlement got near enough to see the 
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outline of men moving around two 
huge bonfires. Two men set out to 
land and learn the intruders' identitv 
-and never returned. 
With such opposition, Mcinnis, 
Vaughan and Smith wore themselves 
out trying to enlist aid and find capi-
tal. In manhood, Mcinnis and Smith 
settled on the island. Smith's wife, 
however wasn't happy with the idea 
and wh~n her baby was due insisted 
that it not be born on the island. 
So Smith and his wife moved to 
Truro and lived with Dr. John Lynds 
until the baby arrived. The doctor, 
impressed by Smi~h's story o_f the 
island returned w1th the famlly to 
' . their home and made an extensive 
investigation of his own. As the 
doctor was about to leave the island, 
Smith offered him payment for pro-
fessional service. Dr. Lynds de-
clined, and suggested instead he be 
given one share in a company to be 
formed to uncover the treasure. Thus 
was born the first of many compan-· 
ies formed for such a purpose. 
This company managed to exca-
vate to ninety feet, uncovering a layer 
of stout plank every ten feet. But at 
the ninety-foot level they found the 
strangest clue to date: a huge stone 
with an odd inscription. Rev. A. T. 
Kempton of Cambridge, Mass., said 
he took it to be a code devised by an 
Irish schoolmaster and read it to say: 
"Forty feet below two million pounds 
are buried.'' There's doubt, how-
ever that Kempton saw the actual 
insc;iption, or was qualified to de-
cipher it if he did. No one else ever 
was able to read the markings and for 
some years it adorned a fireplace in 
Smith's new home. Later it was sent 
to Halifax for study, and eventually 
wound up in a book-binder's shop for 
beating leather until the precious in-
scription was worn away. 
The excavation was pushed to 
ninety-five feet where they f?und a 
solid wooden platform covering the 
entire shaft. It was Saturday night, 
so the men quit for the week-end. 
Monday morning, to their woe, they 
found the pit filled with water to 
within 25 feet of the top. Bailing 
made no headway, so they abandoned 
the shaft and sank another near by 
with the idea of running a tunnel into 
the treasure pit from below. 
This time they got down to 110 
feet and started to drive the tunnel 
before water came bursting through 
and they fled for their lives. Their 
funds, and most of their patience, ex-
hausted, they gave up. 
But in 1849, fortune fever was 
again fired by the California gold rush 
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Drilling at Oak Island treasure pit 
and a new company sought the fabu-
lous pirate pit's prize. 
This time drilling was tried. The 
foreman, John Pitblado, had been 
given strict instructions that he should 
bring up the auger regularly and 
scrape off any particles for micro-
scopic examination. 
One day John Gamel, a share-
holder and watchdog at the opera-
tions, saw Pitblado furtively bring up 
the drill and slip something into his 
pocket. 
"What have you there, Pitblado," 
he asked. ''Don't you think we should 
all see it?" 
"Why yes,'' said the foreman, 
''you'll g~t a chance at our next direc-
tors' conference." 
The chance never came. Pitblado 
disappeared from the island during 
the night and was killed in a gold 
mine accident less than a month later. 
His secret died with him. 
Earlier in this drilling, the augers 
bit through the platform at the 95-
29 
foot level, dropped a foot and then 
went through four inches of oak, 
twenty-two inches of metal, then 
more wood. The supposition was that 
this was the treasure in sturdy 
wooden crates on regularly-placed 
platforms. 
At this time the treasure-seekers 
also uncovered just how well the 
money pot was protected. On the 
shore of the cove, water had been 
sighted running out of the sand. 
Workers found an ingenious system 
of drains running inland, constructed 
of rocks and brown coconut fibre 
similar to bits brought up from the 
shaft by the augers. Workers found 
five such drains, similar to the fingers 
of a hand leading toward the pit. 
Whether they were designed to drain 
the pit, or provide a system for flood-
ing it, isn't clear. 
But the hunt ended in failure as 
sea water rushed in through the 
drains, filled the pits and collapsed 
the tunnels. The bottom of what was 
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believed to be the money room at the 
bottom of the shaft fell into a tunnel 
and soft mud and water drove out the 
workers. 
In 1893, Fred Blair of Amherst 
started an association with the island 
and its treasure that was to last until 
his death, as a judge of the probate 
court, in 1951. 
For a long time he held a lease on 
the island and was a strong believer 
that the pit held a fortune. In 18 97, 
with his backing, new drilling was 
carried out. William Chappell-
father of the present island owner-
supervised the job and said his drills 
struck what he took to be metal in 
bars and coin at the 151-foot level. 
The drill also brought up a tiny bit of 
parchment with the letters "vi", ''ui", 
or "wi" in black ink. It didn't help 
much to solve the riddle; the letters 
could have been in almost any lang-
uage. 
Since then a series of companies 
and individuals have tried their hand 
at solving the Oak Island secret. But 
the ingenious money pit, and fate, 
always seem to win. 
In 1950, New York mining en-
gineer John Lewis started out to 
conquer the pit with a twenty-ton 
steam shovel. The scow sank on the 
way to the island. 
Some haven't been so serious in 
their intentions. In 1946, Nathan 
Lindenbaum walked into a New York 
radio station and paid $125 at an 
auction for a map showing Oak 
Island's location. The station re-
turned the money, gave him expenses, 
a pick and shovel and told him to try 
to recover the treasure. 
He arrived in Nova Scotia with 
''tongue in cheek, pick in pack", took 
a few half-hearted swings at the 
frozen surface of Oak Island, and 
then scooted home to tell the radio 
audience of his experience. 
Greene's effort was the latest, but 
not the last, in the long struggle to 
find an answer to the pit's secret. 
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IN THE YEARS 1886 and 1887, the Railway Bridge from 
Fredericton to what was then known as Gibson was 
under construction. 
The late Gilmore Brown, C.E., was in charge and in 
addition to his ability as an engineer, he was, like Yorick, 
a fellow of infinite jest. 
At that time, there was no "club" in Fredericton, but 
nevertheless, Mr. Brown and a number of friends would 
meet together at the hours customary in those days, 
namely: eleven o'clock in the morning, five in the after-
noon and any hour or hours in the evening. 
No doubt on these occasions, they would discuss the 
affairs of the world and as, at that time, all was right with 
the world, the subject was a dry one, and for that reason, 
was useful in keeping the meeting interesting. 
Of course, after settling the affairs of the world, other 
things were considered, having to do with promoting 
the health and welfare of each individual. 
One such meeting had a very interesting and important 
result. 
It so happened that one time, in connection with his 
work, Mr. Brown visited Halifax and having attended to 
what business he had there, he wandered down to the 
famous Halifax market. 
Being a very friendly and sociable man, Mr. Brown 
talked with many of the farmers who had brought in 
local products for sale, enquiring as to their names, 
where they came from and what they had for sale. 
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One in particular was a very interesting character, 
who told Mr. Brown that his name was Bellefontaine 
from Chezetook Bay, having come down that day with 
a load of brick and sand. He explained that on occasions 
he brought in cord wood and home products of rough 
carpentry, clams, mussels, berries of all kinds and some 
of his wife's handiwork, such as mitts, socks and 
Guernseys. 
On his long journey back to Fredericton from Halifax, 
Mr. Brown had plenty of time to ponder his experiences 
in Halifax and particularly his conversation with M. 
Bellefontaine. 
Not long after his return, having joined some of his 
friends in a social meeting, he told them of his visit to 
the Halifax market and of his talk with M. Bellefontaine. 
Here it is important to mention the names of some of 
those friends. 
Bliss Carman was one, and his cousin Fred St. John 
Bliss, a barrister from Fredericton, Professor F. C. D. 
Bristowe, who was organist at Christ Church Cathedral 
and Robert S. Barker, who later in life was Private 
Secretary to several Lieutenant Governors of the 
Province. 
As told by Mr. Brown, his story was received with 
much merriment. 
An evening or two later, at another meeting, Fred 
Bliss produced the poem written by him in collaboration 
with Bliss Carman, which follows:-
Afahe--------------------------
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My name is Belle - fon taine, fon tai ne, fon taine, From 
Chez - e - took Bay 
The Bellefontaine Song 
My name is Bellefontaine- fontaine- fontaine 
From Chezetook Bay I came I came, I came, 
I came down from Chezetook Bay to-day, to-day 
came, 
I came down from Chezetook Bay to-day, with a load of 
brick and sand. 
Do you want to buy the mitt, the sock, the Guernsey frock, 
The juniper pole, the cordwood stick, the mussel or the 
clam. 
The Blueberry, the Strawberry, the Blackberry, the 
Raspberry, 
The forty-foot ladder, the henhouse frame, 
The brick or the sand. 
After hearing this recited, the gathering adjourned to 
Professor Bristowe's studio, which, by the way, was a 
one-storey wooden structure on Queen Street, and was 
later removed to make room for an extension to the 
Government-owned building on the corner of Queen and 
St. John Street. 
Professor Bristowe then and there set these words to 
music and it made a rollicking song. 
It then entered the minds of those present that it would 
be a good thing to organize themselves into a Club, 
which was done and naturally it was named The Belle-
fontaine Club. 
In a number of respects, the Club thus formed re-
sembled what is now the Commonwealth of Nations, in 
that it had no constitution, no rules of procedure and no 
by-laws or rules or regulations. 
The Club, limited to a few members, may be said to 
have been a success and later on, it was thought by the 
members that it would be well to set out in words some-
thing to indicate the origin of and the social and peaceful 
objects of the Club. 
The Poets were invited to draw up such a document 
with the following result. 
The Cradle Song 
(To the tune of "Toorali Oorali Ay" ) 
We seek juices sweet of Corn, Barley and Grain, 
Known ever and well by the truly Fontaine, 
On a tablet of marble our names we'll enrol, 
That we may smite on the rock and produce out the pole. 
Chorus-With a hi-tooral-ooral-i-ooral-i-ay 
(Repeat Four Times) 
For the pole of the juniper lurketh within, 
It's the juice of the berry the vulgar call Gin, 
It includes Dr. Farintosh, Bourbon and Rye, 
And is consumed by Bellefontaines with Pax Omnibi. 
Chorus- With etc. 
For old Moses the records of Cheopia say, 
Had walked on the sands by salt Chezetook Bay . 
For forty long years through the night, noon and morn, 
He had wandered along in pursuit of a horn. 
Chorus- With etc. 
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came, came; 
J. J. F. Winslow, Q.C. Blis3 Carman 
Till Cheops appeared from the shade of a glen, 
In the form of a lovely cock Bromokite hen 
He was clothed in a nightshirt and wore a cork hat 
And he rode on the wings of an Avogovat. 
Chorus-With etc. 
Instructed by Cheops, who wore his head hung, 
Moses triced up his shotbag and forthwith gave tongue. 
With his mineral rod, he smote fierce on the rock, 
And he called on the name of the mitt and the sock. 
Chorus- With etc. 
Then John Collins heard from his cave far below; 
And Smuggler awoke with a fell cry of woe, 
And gesily Jiggers of Walkers Club Rye 
Burst forth in a torrent with Pax Omnibi. 
Chorus- With etc. 
This effusion was set to music by Professor Bristowe 
and was sung at many jovial meetings of the Club. 
Fortunately, both songs became public property and as 
they were not copyrighted, were used at many a festive 
gathering. One object of this little story is to preserve 
them for all time. 
The Club itself gradually passed out of existence and 
perhaps the writer, while never a member, is the only 
living person with knowledge of the foregoing facts . 
It may be added that the writer knows the music and 
sometimes would be glad to record it in a cracked voice. 
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by the Brothers Grimm 
with illustrations by Gerda Born 
Copyriaht, The .Atlantic Advocate, 1 9 ~7 
ONCE upon a time there lived 
a rich man whose wife died 
suddenly. Their only daughter 
was a beautiful, fair-haired girl. 
Every day she visited her 
mother's grave to weep and 
pray. 
-----
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Then the spring sun shone, 
and the father married again. 
His new wife had two beautiful 
and selfish daughters. They 
made life very unhappy for their 
step-sister. 
They made her wear rags 
and do all the hard and dirty 
work around the house. She 
did not even have a bed of her 
own. She had to sleep on the 
floor by the fireplace among 
the cinders. Her step-sisters 
made fun of her and called her 
Cinderella. 
One day Cinderella~s father 
went away on a trip. When he 
came back he brought many 
beautiful presents . 
2 
Winter came and spread a 
cover of snow over the grave. 
Until spring, even through 
deep snow, the girl 
went to the grave. 
4 
He only brought Cinderella .a 
twig from a hazel tree because 
she had asked him to bring her 
anything that fell into his hat. 
0 
0 
0 0 
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Cinderella planted the twig 
on her mother's grave and soon 
it grew into a beautiful little 
tree. Whenever Cinderella pray-
ed there and wished for some-
thing, a little bird would perch 
on the branches and grant her 
wish. 
One day it was announced 
that the king would hold a great 
festival which would last for 
days. All the beautiful maidens 
in the kingdom were invited to 
attend because the king's son 
was looking for a bride. 
0 0 
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Still Cinderella's step-mother 
would not let her go to the 
prince's party. She said "You 
are dirty and you have no beau-
tiful clothes." Then the mean 
woman took her selfish daugh-
ters and went to the ball, 
Cinderella ran to her wishing 
tree and wished for a beautiful 
dress. The little bird came and 
brought a beautiful dress with 
iewels, and a pair of golden 
slippers 
6 
Cinderella's step-sisters start-
ed to get ready for the festival. 
When Cinderella said she 
wanted to go too they laughed 
at her. Cinderella's mean step-
mother poured a bowl of dried 
peas into the cinders and tol9 
Cinderella to pick them up. 
When her step-mother had 
gone out of the room, Cinderella 
called the birds from the yard to 
help her. The birds picked up 
the dried peas and put the good 
ones ~nto a dish. Cinderella let 
them eat the black ones as a 
reward. 
8 
The dress was yellow satin 
\Jith green velvet, trimmed with 
rich, white pearls and gorgeous 
embroidery. It glistened in the 
sunlight and made Cinderella 
look very beautiful. 
9 
The golden slippers were very 
tiny. They were covered with 
fine jewels, red rubies, green 
emeralds, and sparkling dia-
monds. They were the most 
wonderful slippers in the world. 
Cinderella put on the lovely 
dress and went to the king's 
palace to the party. 
II 
Everybody · was very happy. 
Cinderella was happy too. 
· Everyone thought she was a 
princess from another country 
and the prince danced with her 
all evening. On the first two 
nights Cinderella hurried away 
home before anyone could find 
out who she was. 
Cinderella hid her beautiful 
dress and the golden slippers so 
her step-mother and her daugh-
ters would not find out either. 
' 
IO 
The king's palace was very 
grand. It stood on a hill and 
was made of stone. Hundreds 
of people had gathered at the 
palace for the festival. Bright 
flags and banners fluttered from 
the towers and ramparts. 
------ ..:::_-----~ 
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The prince was so curious to 
know who she was that he had 
the servants cover the palace 
steps with sticky cobbler's wax. 
As Cinderella hurried away from 
the party at the end of the third 
evening one of her golden slip-
pers stuck to the steps and the 
prince found it. The king an-
nounced that the prince would 
marry the girl whose foot fitted 
the tiny golden slipper. 
12 
The prince thought the girl at 
the ball was the prettiest girl in 
the world. He immediately fell 
in love with her and decided she 
should be his wife. But he did 
not know who she was. He 
asked the king and the queen 
and all the lords and ladies, but 
nobody could tell him. 
4 
Cinderella's two selfish step-
sisters hurried to try on the slip-
per. But the slipper was too 
small. One of the step-sisters 
cut off her heel to make the 
slipper fit. The other selfish 
sister cut off a toe. 
The prince thought the shoe 
really fitted both of them. He 
-') 
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decided that he would marry 
one of the selfish sisters. 
But the birds in the palace 
yard knew the truth. They had 
helped Cinderella pick up the 
split peas and they knew that 
she had the tiniest feet in the 
kingdom. So they told the 
. pnnce. 
The prince ordered the mean 
step-mother to bring Cinderella 
I 
·-.. i 
··., _,~· 
... , ....... 
------
'-~- -- ~ 
----· 
.. __ .. , ...  ...._, 
-- --
to the palace. Cinderella tried 
on the golden slipper and it fit-
ted perfectly. The prince looked 
at Cinderella and when he saw 
how beautiful she was he knew 
she was the girl he had danced 
w ith. 
The prince put Cinderella on 
his horse and they rode away to 
be married. And they lived hap-
pily ever after. 
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HOUSE number 337 Southside 
Road, St. John's, Newfound-
land, a six-foot tall, 162-pound, 
tweed-sports-coat-wearing, grey-flan-
nelled figure in slippered feet opens the 
door to greet visitors. With light brown 
hair and a moustache, he gives the 
appearance of a young English army 
officer. Instead, he is a professor of 
English. 
Beside him is quite likely to be his 
English setter, "Shot", grown a little 
too fat in recent days since his owner 
has not had him on the Newfoundland 
"blueberry barrens" this fall in search 
of partridge. 
Professor George Story, for it is he, 
is young (twenty-nine) but brilliant. A 
graduate of McGill University (B.A.) 
and a D.Phil. (Oriel College, Oxford) 
he was chosen as Rhodes Scholar from 
Newfoundland in 1951. 
A bachelor, he lives unpretentiously 
with his mother in the family residence 
and his appointment is that of an 
assistant professor of English at the 
Memorial University in St. John's. (It 
is Newfoundland's only degree con-
ferring institution). 
Born in St. John's, Professor Story's 
forefathers were old time ship and 
sealing captains, clergy and business-
men. Brought up and receiving his 
early education in St. John's, he 
worked as a part-time newsman in the 
CBC Newsroom in St. John's and with 
by Jack A. White 
the St. John's Evening Telegram. He 
also worked in summertime during 
student days as a member of Govern-
ment surveying parties on Newfound-
land's west coast. 
Upstairs (on the third storey) Dr. 
Story has his own "library-den", a 
room replete with books and tables. 
On top of the tables are books on 
Newfoundland words and sayings, in 
general, all Newfoundlandia. 
These latter are part of a project 
upon which Professor Story is engaged 
at present completely on his own 
without financial assistance from the 
university, although it is hoped some 
will come later. He says his project has 
to do "chiefly with assembling mater-
ial for a Newfoundland dialect dic-
tionary". But though he feels he can 
handle such a dictionary and have it 
published within 10 years, he is 
also aiming eventually for a complete 
linguistic atlas of Newfoundland or a 
survey of all features of Newfoundland 
speech. That latter job, Professor 
Story says, may take "several genera-
tions to complete" unless funds become 
available. He may also publish a list of 
Newfoundland phrases, if sufficient 
come to hand. 
He says that the main interest in the 
study comes from the fact that English 
settlers coming here in the late seven-
teenth and early eighteenth century 
brought out the English of the day 
Professor George Story 
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with them as did the Irish in the 
nineteenth-century Irish inundation of 
Newfoundland. The professor says 
this also happened in Nova Scotia and 
New England but there is a difference. 
The difference is that Newfoundland 
was geographically isolated- an island 
that existed much to itself and added 
to this there was the isolation of each 
individual outport, with the sea the 
only highroad in these days; and then, 
of course, until recent years, there was 
no telephone, telegraph or outside 
communication of any worthwhile sort 
so these early settlers were virtually 
sealed off from outside contact. It is 
only in the latter part of the nineteenth 
and this twentieth century that com-
munications have really been opened 
to any worthwhile extent. 
This means that a good measure of 
the old English of these centuries past 
has been preserved. It was held, 
Professor Story says, in "an arrested 
stage", whereas in Nova Scotia and 
New England it has gone on changing 
except in dialect pockets. Professor 
Story says that there has, of course, 
been some change in the English 
spoken here as well, but not nearly so 
much as in New England or in Nova 
Scotia. 
Some writers today say that the 
accents in such districts as Harbour 
Main, Ferryland and Placentia have a 
pronounced Irish quality. And in the 
north of the island, they say one hears 
an altogether different pronunciation 
and listens to a Dorset or Devon 
dialect of three centuries ago with 
words and idioms of which many have 
long been lost in England. Professor 
Story says it is difficult for a professor 
to venture any comment at this point, 
since the study has just commenced. It 
wouldn't be wise at this juncture, he 
feels, to assign the origin in separate 
localities. 
Professor Story continues: "While 
on this matter of pronunciation, it may 
not be irrelevant to mention a delusion 
many people have, namely that pop-
ular speech in Newfoundland is like 
the English of Shakespeare's day. One 
may hope that this is true. I suppose 
one may even think that it is true; but 
we must not assert that it is so. The 
argument usually runs like this: New-
foundland was settled in the sixteenth 
century (the lack of precise evidence 
here is very convenient). And isolated, 
it has remained unchanged while the 
English of the Mother Country has 
altered. Now it is true that this argu-
ment seems to be supported by the 
existence in our popular speech of 
survivals from the English of an 
earlier age: it is true that the rate of 
change in a dialect is in some matters 
slower than in a standard language 
but the reverse is also true in other 
matters and in any case, the argument 
ignores the virtual certainty that New-
foundland speech has changed greatly. 
The argument also presupposes that 
we know how Shakespeare's English 
sounded. So we do in a general way. 
A very learned American scholar, not 
long ago, set out to tell us rather more 
precisely how Shakespeare's English 
sounded. He made an exhaustive study 
of such evidence as rhymes, puns, 
spelling, contemporary works on pro-
nunciation and indeed all the surviving 
evidence. His conclusions were pub-
lished two years ago in a very large 
and scholarly volume and in it he told 
us how to pronounce Shakespeare's 
English. The book was reviewed a few 
months ago by an equally learned 
English scholar. Using the same 
evidence, he so interpreted it as to 
show that his Trans-Atlantic colleague 
had, in fact, described the pronunci-
ation not of the age of Shakespeare 
but of the age of Pope. My point is, 
not that scholars do not always know 
what they are talking about-though 
this may be true-but that linguistic 
research is often of great complexity, 
especially the investigation of the 
sounds of an earlier period. In New-
foundland, we have not even begun to 
investigate the sounds of our contemp-
orary speech. In the usual arrangement, 
the next item is the etymology of the 
entry, its derivation. No aspect of 
linguistics is so fascinating, none is so 
dangerous, so liable to abuse. It must 
be controlled and disciplined if it is 
not to become the absurd pursuit 
satirized by Mark Twain when he 
derived Middletown from Moses by 
dropping the -oses and adding the 
-iddletown. Even when handled with 
proper precautions, an uncomfortable 
conviction was voiced by the great 
Danish linguist Otto Jespersen, in his 
remark: 'It is impossible to say how 
great a proportion of the etymologies 
given in dictionaries should strictly be 
classed under each of the following 
heads: 1. Certain, 2. Probable, 3. Pos-
sible, 4. Improbable, 5. Impossible-
but I am afraid that the first two classes 
would be the least numerous.' 
"With this qualification of Jespersen 
in our minds, it is nevertheless possible 
to say that even if the ultimate deriva-
tion of many of our words is unknown, 
it can often be traced back a genera-
tion or two." 
Though the French settled in New-
foundland also, French plays relatively 
little part in Newfoundland dialect-
except in some few areas of the west 
coast where French is still spoken. The 
Portuguese, Spanish and other races 
such as the Basque gave Newfound-
land many of its place names but left 
little, if any imprint on its tongue since 
they were transients who came for cod 
and did not remain to settle. Professor 
Story feels that the dialect study will 
be useful in a land where there is some-
times a paucity of records for the 
historian. He feels that by listening to 
-and then discovering the source of 
-the speech, we will be able to tell 
from what part of the United Kingdom 
came the settlers of such and such a 
village. 
By studying generally the survival of 
dialect words, he hopes to be able to 
find clues to the early settlers in any 
selected place. The professor also 
points out that not only are there these 
dialect words which have survived from 
the earliest settlers but he also remarks 
on what he calls "the very striking 
linguistic ingenuity of the Newfound-
lander. They have no inhibitions about 
coining new words. They are not too 
much bound by notions of standard 
English as someone else may be." 
He adds that it is remarkable how 
this kind of men who had a hard life 
(he is referring to the average pion-
eer Newfoundland outport fisherman) 
"wrought beauty out of it all, linguist-
ically". 
Professor Story points to "a thick 
of fog" as an example which is used to 
describe a fog so thick that it obscures 
harbour hills and horizons. Another 
example in the same category con-
cerns the aspen tree with its fragile 
leaves which shake even in the tiniest 
breeze of air. Newfoundlanders call 
this tree the "shivery haspe" and 
Professor Story thinks they achieve a 
poetry in it. 
He says that he first got interested 
in the study when he went to McGill 
University. He says that while at 
McGill, he was invited out one night 
and used the word "crackie", which in 
Newfoundland dialect means "a small 
dog of nondescript quality". His hosts 
were unaware of it and while Professor 
George Story is not sure even now 
whether it is a purely Newfoundland 
word yet on succeeding occasions, he 
found more and more he was using 
words which were distinctive to the 
Newfoundland speech. "I suddenly 
awakened to the fact that Newfound-
landers have many, many distinctive 
words of their own," he said, "and that 
started me off, thinking about a study 
of Newfoundland dialect." He didn't 
have time then (being a student) but 
later, when he returned to Newfound-
land, he decided to start the study and 
that, of course, is what he is now 
doing. 
Professor Story says "This dialect 
dictionary is a fairly urgent task." For 
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example, the speech is changing largely 
due to the fact that the old isolation is 
changing and giving way to the wider 
world as more roads are being opened 
up. Then, too, better education-the 
start of a population shift from isolated 
coves to larger centres-all this is 
having its effect. And since confedera-
tion, Newfoundland has been more 
open to outside influence. 
Professor Story feels that changes 
are thus bound to come, although 
he feels that Newfoundlanders will 
always have their own distinctive form 
of speech. Another factor in the dialect 
changing process is the fact that some 
of the old occupations which, more or 
less, as it were, bred their own words, 
such as the bank fishery and the 
Labrador fishery have gone and the 
words and phrases peculiar to them 
have disappeared. 
The first task of the compiler of a 
dictionary, Dr. Story says, is to de-
termine the scope of his work. "I don't 
know that it helps much to define 
dialect except perhaps in the negative 
way of warning against the popular 
view that a dialect is the curious and 
quaint word-lore of remote and iso-
lated areas. I prefer to define the scope 
of this work by listing the kinds of 
words which a Newfoundland dialect 
dictionary should include. Here are the 
most important classes, with an exam-
ple to illustrate. 
"1. Words originating in Newfound-
land: Sculp, skin of a seal with the 
blubber attached. Attributed to us by 
the Oxford English dictionary at least 
as early as 1840. 
"2. Survivals from the dialects of the 
British Isles. l(napp: crest of a hill. 
Widely used in various English dia-
lects. 
"3. Survivals from earlier periods of 
English now obsolete elsewhere. Fetch: 
to get to a place. Once current in 
literary English, now confined to 
dialect or nautical use. 
"4. Words which have developed 
additional meanings unknown else-
where. Bawn: a wide expanse of fore-
shore on which fish is spread to dry. 
In England (or Ireland) it once had the 
meaning 'fortified enclosure'. In Eng-
lish dialect it means 'a cattlefold'. 
"5. Words shifted from one part of 
speech to another. Gaze: a hiding 
place from which to shoot seabirds or 
other game. 
"6. Terms that represent different 
things than in the language spoken 
elsewhere. These categories suggest that 
far from limiting itself to the speech 
used in remote and isolated areas, the 
dictionary will take as its field the 
whole language as it is used on this 
island. Some of the problems at once 
became clear. One must look not only 
for curious and quaint wordlore but 
also for variations in meanings and 
use, which are not always perceptible 
to many natives. For example, a New-
foundlander who never leaves home 
may nevertheless take his car abroad." 
Professor Story also says that he 
finds "the most profitable way of 
compiling lists of words is by attacking 
the special fields which a little reflec-
tion will show to be the most reward-
ing. Local names for birds give us not 
only Newfoundland coinages but also 
dialect survivals and terms represent-
ing different things than in the 
language spoken elsewhere. As might 
be expected, characteristic Newfound-
land occupations furnish a rich field of 
investigation. From the seal fishery we 
get such words as: bedlamer, a two 
year old harp seal; fat, as in the 
expression "to strike the fat", i.e., the 
seal herds; harp, species of seal, so-
called because of its harp-shaped brown 
patch; hood, species of seal so-called 
because of its fold of loose skin; 
jowler, a successful sealing captain; 
sculp, already mentioned, to which we 
add sculping knife; scunn, to direct a 
sealing vessel from a barrel, hence 
scunner, assistant to the master of a 
watch; swatch, a spot of open water in 
an icefield, hence swatching, shooting 
the seals as they surface; swoile, seal, 
hence swoiler, sealer; whelping-ice, 
spring ice on which the seals pup; 
white-coat, young harp seal." 
"From the seal hunt to the fisheries 
is but a step," continues Professor 
Story, "and at once we find ourselves 
almost overwhelmed by riches. It is 
probably true that in the fisheries and 
its associated fields lie the most re-
warding investigations. A mere sample 
must suffice: harvel, once used of a 
fisherman's sheep-skin apron, now 
applied to its oil-skin successor; bawn, 
already mentioned, bibber, a buoy; 
kench, piled, wet fish, also used as a 
verb; linkum, oilskin hat; net-gallows, 
a frame with two sides and a ridge-
pole for spreading nets to dry; seds, 
fine line with hook attached, usually 
part of a trawl; western boat, craft next 
in size to the 'Fishin' Jack' used on the 
off-shore grounds on the south-west 
coast." 
Professor Story remarks: "The field 
is so prolific that I must abandon an 
attempt to preserve alphabetical order 
and exhibit these terms in their glor-
ious variety: box-bar-tub, a half-
barrel with two parallel handles fast-
ened to it: bogie, a small stove used in 
schooners; rode, the mooring cable 
attached to a boat's grapnel; wetts, the 
blade of an oar; Dolly Varden, an 
earthen crock used to drink tea by 
fishermen (an unexpected literary in-
fluence here?); jack, a decked boat of 
about ten tons, decked with fore and 
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aft sails; offer ground, fishing grounds 
farther away than the inshore grounds; 
pip, guts of squid or herring; rodney, a 
small keeled rowboat; crosshanded; 
single-handed, usually applied to one 
who carries on the hand-line fishery 
alone; deeps, areas of deep water, 
especially those between 'grounds' and 
'banks'; ginge, to 'marl' a line or rope 
with a finer twine (from 'gauge'); 
handyan, a woollen wrist-band, worn 
by fishermen to prevent 'water pups'." 
And Professor Story says his point 
about the richness of the field is per-
haps clear from this bare selection. 
"Newfoundlanders 'eat hearty' and 
food has elicited the most interesting 
linguistic ability on the part of the 
Newfoundlander: coady, sauce, usually 
boiled molasses on dumplings; dunch, 
dumplings; damperdevils, pancakes; 
gandy, dough which has been prepared 
for bread, fried as small cakes; Solo-
mon Gosse, pork and cabbage; swit-
chell, elsewhere a drink made of 
molasses and water, here applied to 
strong, unsweetened tea; vang, melted 
fat pork served on fresh codfish. 
"From food to fish is the next ob-
vious step and again there is a rather 
extraordinary variety of local terms: 
rounders, small codfish, gutted and 
cured; scrod, small cod, slightly salted 
and dried; puffin-pigs, porpoises. 
"Many of the terms connected with 
the fishery are of Newfoundland origin 
and show little connection with other 
dialects. Another field, topography, is 
especially interesting because it pro-
vides examples of dialect survival: 
droke, a valley with steep, wooded 
slopes, found in Cornish dialect; 
knapp, mentioned earlier and widely 
used in the dialects of England. 
Others appear to be peculiar to New-
foundland, such as nulley, a very 
small, shallow pond; mox or mux, 
muddy place. And some of them are 
recognized as peculiar to the island: 
scrape, a rough road or path on a steep 
hill, especially one used for hauling 
logs; steady, that part of a river which 
widens until there is no perceptible 
current." 
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THE GHOST 
OF REDDLEMAN LANE 
by Desmond Pacey 
Copyright, Desmond Pacey, 1957 
I HEARD of the ghost of Reddleman Lane before I ever reached the village of Girton, but I didn't expect 
that I should ever see him. 
I had gone to England for the 
summer to visit my grandmother. As I 
was only twelve at the time, my mother 
was with me. We were riding in an 
ancient taxi which was taking us from 
the station in Collingham to the 
village where grandmother lived. It 
was dark, the rain was beating against 
the windows of the car, and I was 
feeling pleasantly drowsy. Suddenly 
the taxidriver turned his huge red face 
towards us and said, "Keep your eyes 
peeled, son. This is Reddleman Lane." 
"Reddleman Lane?" I asked, peer-
ing through the misty window beside 
me and seeing nothing but the vague 
outline of some tall bushes. "Why 
should I keep my eyes peeled?" 
"For the Ghost, of course," the man 
said, cackling out of his crooked 
brownstained teeth. 
Mother took a hand. I could tell by 
the way she leaned forward and 
emphasized her words with sharp 
gestures of her hands that she was 
really angry. "Keep quiet, man. Do 
you want to scare the boy to death?" 
"Oh, mother, don't be silly," I said, 
my pride wounded. "You don't sup-
pose I believe in ghosts, do you? It's 
just a silly old superstition. What is 
the story, driver?" 
But the taximan had been offended 
by my mother's sharp rebuke, and he 
wouldn't say anything more. He just 
glared at the narrow gravel road ahead 
of him, his moustache jerking up and 
down as if he were resisting an impulse 
to spit. 
Anyway, his sudden outburst had 
wakened me up, and when we reached 
grandmother's cottage I was full of 
questions. "Why do they call it 
Reddleman Lane? What is a reddle-
man? Why is there supposed to be a 
ghost? When does the ghost walk?" 
But to all these and similar questions 
my mother refused to listen. She kept 
telling me to keep quiet so that she 
could talk to grandmother. Eventually, 
after we had had bacon and eggs and 
some tea, I was sent off to bed. 
The room I slept in was small, with 
a sloping ceiling on two sides. It 
should have seemed very cosy, but 
tonight, perhaps because it was strange, 
it made me feel uneasy and trapped. 
When I opened my eyes, it seemed as 
if the two sloping sides were closing in 
on me, about to snuff me out like a 
candle. When I closed my eyes, I could 
see the huge leering face of the taxi-
driver pressing closer and closer to my 
own. 
Well, this was a pretty bad start for 
a boy who had always prided himself 
on his courage and commonsense. Just 
a bare reference to one of the ghosts 
which I had always heard were 
supposed to inhabit old English vil-
lages, and I was as nervous as a nine 
year old girl! Come to your senses, I 
told myself. You know all these yarns 
about ghosts are just bait for American 
tourists. 
I forced myself to get out of bed and 
go over to the tiny window-not much 
more than a foot square-which 
opened out of the right hand wall of 
the room. But there was little to com-
fort me in the view outside. The rain 
was still pelting down, rushing in a 
regular torrent down the rainpipe 
beside my window, and sluicing into a 
big rainbarrel on the ground about 
twelve feet below. The moon had risen 
now, and in its fitful light-it kept 
being hidden by the clouds which were 
scudding across the sky like leaves in a 
gale-1 could see my grandmother's 
garden and orchard. The branches of 
the trees were writhing and twisting 
in the wind and their leaves were 
whistling and hissing like startled 
geese. I went back to bed, covered my 
head with the blanket, and after a long 
time fell asleep. 
I soon found plenty to do around 
Girton. Grandmother had an old bike 
one of my uncles had left there years 
before, and on it I explored the sur-
rounding countryside. One of the first 
places I sought out was Reddleman 
Lane. Certainly in the daytime it didn't 
look particularly fearsome. It was only 
about a hundred yards long, and it 
ran from the main highway (part of 
the Old North Road, I discovered) to 
a branch road which skirted the river 
Fleet for a mile or so before entering 
the village of Girton. The only for-
bidding features of the lane were the 
45 
extremely high hawthorn hedges which 
lined both its sides, and which made 
the roadway dark even at noon. I 
searched about in the hedge for some 
lingering traces of the gallows, but 
found nothing except some old tin cans 
and the occasional thrush's nest. 
Yes, by this time I knew enough to 
look for the gallows. Although both 
mother and grandmother had refused 
to tell me anything about the ghost of 
Reddleman Lane, I had pieced the 
story together from fragments of in-
formation dropped by various vil-
lagers. 
Reddleman Lane got its name from 
the fact that a reddleman had been 
hanged there some hundred and fifty 
years ago. A reddleman's job- extinct 
now for almost a hundred years-was 
to go around the country selling red-
ding to farmers for marking their sheep. 
This particular reddleman had been 
accused and found guilty of stealing 
sheep, and had been hanged on a 
gallows set up in this lane. Ever since, 
so the story went, his ghost had walked 
every midnight. 
The story haunted me, though my 
reason told me that it was merely idle 
gossip. In the daytime, riding my 
bicycle around the country roads, 
learning to play cricket in the meadow 
by the Fleet with the village boys, or 
fishing in the river and its tributary 
streams, I was so occupied that I paid 
little attention to the ghostly legend. 
But at night-time, trying to get to sleep 
in the tiny room beneath the sloping 
ceilings, I could think of nothing else 
but the dark, mysterious lane and its 
grisly occupant. 
I began to feel that the only way for 
me to rid myself of this obsession was 
to visit the lane at midnight. Finding 
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nothing, as I was convinced I should, 
I should be able to relax and dismiss 
the tale. Many times I went to the 
small window of my bedroom, trying 
to gather courage to make the eerie 
pilgrimage. At last, one night when the 
moon was high and full and my grand-
mother's garden almost as bright as 
day:~ I began the great experiment. 
By opening the window to its fullest 
extent, I managed to squeeze through. 
Then I shinnied down the rainpipe, 
rested my feet on the edge of the soft 
water barrel, and jumped to the 
ground. Quietly I opened the coalshed, 
got out my bicycle and headed along 
the village street towards the Fleet. 
Although it was not quite midnight, 
every light in the village had long been 
put out-these people, mainly farmers 
and farm-labourers, went to bed early. 
Once, as I passed a garden gate, a dog 
barked violently and made me jump 
so badly that I almost fell off my bike. 
As I reached the road by the river, I 
could see the still water of the Fleet 
glimmering in the moonlight, looping 
through the low-lying meadows like a 
carelessly thrown silver shawl. 
As I approached the dark tunnel of 
Reddleman Lane my heart began to 
thump and my hands grew moist with 
sweat. Jumping off my bike and 
throwing it down in the grass beside 
the road, I looked at my watch in the 
moonlight. It was five minutes to 
twelve. 
Trying for some reason which I can't 
really explain to make as little noise as 
possible, I gingerly tiptoed down the 
lane, and took up a position in the 
shadow of the high hedge. For a 
minute or two there was neither sound 
nor motion. Then my straining ears 
seemed to catch a faint, distant rumble, 
as of a cart passing over gravel. I 
peered towards the Fleet Road, but 
could see nothing except the stretch 
of meadow grass and the far glimmer 
of the water. 
Now I could make out a vague, 
dark, roughly rectangular shape mov-
ing along the Fleet Road towards the 
entrance of the lane. The sound now 
was more distinct: I could make out 
the dull clop-clop of a horse's hooves, 
and the half-rumbling, half-grinding 
noise of wheels turning on gravel. 
Yes, it was a wagon, an old-fashioned 
affair similar to the covered wagons 
used by the American pioneers. But it 
differed from them in colour. Every 
inch of it, except the steel rims of the 
wheels which flashed in the moonlight 
like scimitars, was a vivid red. It was 
pulled slowly forward by an old grey 
horse, whose hide was generously 
flecked with red patches that looked 
like raw wounds. 
This was disconcerting enough; but 
beside the wagon walked a human 
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figure even more strange. From the tip 
of the cap to the heel of his boots he 
was blood-red! Even his face and his 
hands were red. In the vivid light of 
the full moon he glowed like a fiery 
gem. 
Now the wagon and its strange con-
ductor had entered the darkness of the 
lane, and the bright red of their 
colouring dulled to a mere blur. They 
were getting closer and closer to me, 
and my impulse was to run. What held 
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me to my place was the knowledge that 
my bike lay behind them, and to get 
to it was my best hope of escape. 
Perhaps if I stayed quiet in the bushes, 
the ghostly visitant would pass me by 
unnoticed. 
The wagon was almost opposite my 
hiding place now. Even in the din1 
light of the lane its red sides glowed 
like the embers of a coal fire. The 
reddleman kept his eyes straight ahead 
on the road, and the grey horse plodded 
steadily forward. He was going to 
pass me by! 
But at the very last moment the 
horse, as if by its own volition, stopped 
in front of me. The reddleman turned 
his head and looked at me. I had 
expected to see an old man, but his 
red face was smooth and young. His 
clothes-a tight-fitting suit of some 
material like corduroy-were as red 
as his face. Only his lips and his eyes 
were exceptions to the prevailing red. 
His lips looked almost white, and his 
eyes were light blue. He kept his eyes 
upon me for a full minute, and they 
seemed to burn their way into my very 
soul. I braced myself for a torrent of 
curses, but he said nothing. 
Suddenly he moved towards me and 
put out his hand. For a moment his 
hand gripped my sleeve, and I felt his 
vice-like fingers tighten upon the flesh 
of my arm. At first I was paralysed 
with fear; then, as his fierce red face 
came closer to my own, I ducked and 
twisted and somehow squirmed my 
way out of his grip. I rushed toward 
my bike, jumped on, and pedalled 
furiously down the lane towards the 
Fleet Road. 
I raced home to the village without 
even pausing to look back. My tires 
crunched and bounced over the peb-
bles, but I kept the pedals turning as 
swiftly as if I were racing on a smooth 
indoor track. I looked neither at the 
river beside me nor at the full moon in 
the sky above, but fixed my eyes firmly 
on the road ahead. 
At last I reached my grandmother's 
house. Without pausing to put my 
bike in its shed, I threw the machine 
against the wall of the house, jumped 
on the rainbarrel, shinnied up the rain-
pipe, and clambered through the 
window into my room. 
As I put out my right arm to close 
the window after me, I saw for the 
first time something that chilled my 
spine. On the sleeve of my jacket, 
sharply outlined in vivid red, was the 
print of a large human hand. 
CHARLES COOK, M.Sc. 
(Forestry) 
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ADVENT, NOV A SCOTIA 
The land is brown and quiet, waiting the snow. 
Across the bare horizon runs a line 
Of spruce, uneven border to a field; 
And scattered here and there, white houses lie 
Seeming empty, till the blue of smoke 
Rises thin, hesitant, above the trees 
In the clear frosty air of the quiet day. 
A breeze rustles the skeletons. of leaves 
In ditches and along the edge of woods. 
The land is quiet, waiting the winter's snow. 
With darkness comes a greater silence 
As winds traverse the naked woods, 
Fading into a breathless quiet. 
Stars appear between the clouds, 
And darken as the clouds move on 
In silent slow procession: 
The skies await a star. 
In many a farmhouse children learn their parts 
For Christmas pageantry; tiny shepherds, 
Angels, wise men from the Orient, 
Repeat their simple words, fearful all 
They may forget their parts. Then, running off, 
They watch the sky for snow, or beg a candy 
In spice-scented kitchen, or they ask 
To try their costumes on, half-afraid 
That they must so appear before the crowd. 
Later than usual is their chatter hushed. 
Softly they lie asleep, 
As quietly 
As all the land outside in the winter night. 
The church, white rectangle and spire, is bare, 
Cold ascetic cell, with no distraction 
From the plain word of God. Now it awaits 
Its decoration, gayest of the year, 
The spruce and fir, the Christmas wreath and bow, 
The lights and tinsel for the shapely tree, 
And joyous shout and merriment of carols. 
These it awaits in quiet stillness now, 
As quiet as the stubble fields without, 
The silent houses and the silent sky. 
- JOHN MARGESON 
SONNET FOR CHRISTMAS 
Many of old made cheerful Christmas songs: 
Of shepherds who did watch their flocks by night; 
Of eastern kings for whom a star shone bright; 
Of such as Wenceslas, to whom belongs 
Glory in Christmas legend. So great throngs 
Through Christendom repeat those words of might 
That soar on music's wings to Heaven's height, 
Singing good will and peace, for which man longs. 
Old words of greeting, too, we all still use; 
The yuletide wishes have such happy sound 
Each time they're said, since e'er mankind began 
To share the joyful tidings, wondrous news. 
A merry Christmas then, may joys abound; 
Peace and good will to you and every man! 
- D. KERMODE PARR 
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A CHRISTMAS VILLANELLE 
Christmas has come and here we are. 
What gifts we've had we've spent amiss 
Who are not wise and follow no star. 
Watching a child's eyes swing ajar 
The door of our crucified bliss, 
Christmas has come and here we are. 
And the camel, Time, has borne us far 
Through desert days to this green oasis 
(Who are not wise and follow no star) 
Where no hates nor wants nor cruelties mar; 
We have not deserved a day like this, 
Christmas has come and here we are. 
As shepherds once with kings from far 
And angels shared the cradle's kiss, 
Christmas has come and here we are 
Who are not wise and follow no star. 
- FRED COGSWELL 
CAROL 
All on a wintry midnight 
The Lord of Love was born, 
While cattle stabled near him 
Nibbled their bits of corn, 
And sheep awakened by his cries 
Blinked back the wonder from their eyes. 
Oh dark, cold world, in thee a light's begun 
Whose morning glory will outlast the sun! 
All on a wintry midnight 
Man heard the angels' song, 
And for one blessed moment 
Forgot his pain and wrong, 
In the sweet thought that God is good, 
And man ordained to brotherhood. 
Oh, sad, lost world, tonight is born in thee 
A bud to blossom on a stricken tree. 
C. STUART THOMPSON 
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A NEW AID TO NAVIGATION 
N EXT TO the invention of the internal combustion engine, few developments have con-
tributed as much to the expansion of 
Atlantic coast fisheries as have elec-
tronic navigational devices, auto-
matic depth sounders and electronic 
gadgets to aid in locating fish under 
the sea. 
Of those scientific achievements 
probably that having the greatest 
effect on fisheries has been the evolu-
tion of navigation to its present stage 
with its development of a practically 
fool-proof system enabling a fishing 
skipper to know exactly where he is at 
sea and exactly where he is going. 
Where fishing skippers of two or 
three decades ago relied only on a 
compass and a "rule of thumb" system 
to find and keep direction, today's 
masters of trawlers, schooners and 
long-liners have scientific equipment 
aboard their vessels that makes sea 
travel easier than a motorist following 
his route by road signs. 
The latest device in the field of 
navigation was one of the few good 
things arising out of the war. While 
misery is the main product of war, it 
does happen that sometimes some-
thing good comes out of the disaster 
that accompanies man's efforts to 
settle problems by force of arms. Such 
by G. J. GILLESPIE 
Copyright, G. J. Gillespie, 1957 
was the case in the last war when 
science was given impetus to achieve 
what would have been beyond its 
limit at the time if world conditions 
had been normal. 
One of those achievements was the 
development of radar. Shortly after 
that came the invention of the Decca 
Navigator, an instrument which in the 
past ten years has been part of the 
chart room equipment of thousands of 
ships. It is a radio navigation system 
of the low-frequency continuous wave 
type, interlocked signals emanating 
from "chains" of land-based stations 
and being picked up and interpreted 
automatically by a receiver on the ship. 
This system of navigation has been 
used extensively throughout the waters 
of the British Isles and Western Europe, 
and now a chain of Decca transmitting 
stations has been installed on the south 
coast of Newfoundland. In June a 
further chain on the east coast was in 
operation. This chain increases the 
over-all coverage considerably, and 
provides fishing vessels operating from 
St. John's to St. Pierre and other 
fishing grounds with excellent naviga-
tional facilities. 
A further chain was completed in 
August to cover Nova Scotia, Prince 
Edward Island, Cape Breton, and the 
St. Lawrence estuary, linking up with 
51 
the chains operating in Newfoundland. 
That extends the system to give 
service to all marine users in waters of 
the Atlantic Provinces. 
While the system is used as aid to 
aerial navigation, its greatest interest 
in the Atlantic region is its use on 
vessels, particularly fishing vessels. 
This winter a number of vessels of all 
types operating from St. John's and 
Halifax are being equipped with the 
Decca instruments. 
An American is credited with the 
invention of the Decca system. He is 
W. J. O'Brien, now domiciled with his 
family in Britain. Development of his 
idea was largely due to another 
American, Harvey Fisher Schwarz. 
The great sums of money sunk in the 
project in its early stages were entirely 
due to British private enterprise. 
Mr. O'Brien's inspiration was the 
often seen, rarely analyzed phenom-
enon occasioned when a couple of 
stones are dropped into a pond. They 
send out two circular patterns of 
ripples, and if the two patterns overlap, 
another pattern appears superimposed 
upon them, a pattern of stationary 
hyperbolic lines where the crests, or 
troughs, of one set cross the crests or 
troughs of the other. 
The ingenious American realized 
that wireless waves emanating from 
two different points would do exactly 
the same thing, creating a standing 
exaggerated pattern all through the 
atmosphere, and that once this pattern 
was established ships, aircraft and even 
land vehicles could, with suitable 
receivers aboard, find out exactly 
where they were within it by keeping 
count of the lines and sub-dividing 
spaces in between. A great virtue of the 
system is that it is all-directional; there 
is no need to keep to a given track, to 
be "on the beam", or off it, lost. It is 
like moving in a huge fishing net in 
which every strand is numbered, 
detectable, and instantly identifiable. 
It was the last war that gave impetus 
to Mr. O'Brien's work. The British 
Admiralty was planning the mass 
movement of landing-craft across the 
British Channel, and Mr. Schwarz 
acted as go-between, with British 
capital backing the project. Finally, 
Mr. O'Brien himself crossed over to 
England, and the first navigator chain 
under the code-name "Q.M." was 
built on the south coast with coverage 
roughly over Brighton, Dieppe, Bor-
deaux and Plymouth. The Admiralty 
laid down one condition. There would 
be no trials. The chain was not to be 
switched on until the invasion of 
France started, for fear of betraying 
the frequencies and its purpose. As a 
last-minute concession, reluctantly, and 
at the inventor's earnest appeal the 
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Tony Green, C.D.C. marine representative, discusses with Captain D. 0. Barry of the 
Bedford 11 the method of plotting a Bendix-Decca fix. 
Admiralty did agree to a two-minute 
test period to confirm that O'Brien's 
brain-child really would work. 
It did. It worked so well that the 
great possibilities of its peace-time use 
became obvious. After the war "Q.M." 
was awarded the long-wave allocation 
it wanted. Aided by the Ministry of 
Transport and several British shipping 
companies, thorough-going trials were 
held and were successful. Ship captains 
-some of them skeptical at first-
soon became enthusiastic advocates of 
the system. 
Here's what Captain L. W. Keay, 
master of the Empress of Britain, has 
to say about the Decca Navigator: "I 
am sure I voice the opinion of all 
navigators engaged on the Canadian 
trade in stressing the imperative need 
for chains of Decca stations to cover 
the approaches to the Newfoundland 
and Nova Scotia coasts, the Straits of 
Belle Isle and Cabot, the Gulf of St. 
Lawrence and the Lower River, and the 
Bay of Fundy. 
"In British waters and their ap-
proaches, and in the North Sea, the 
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Decca Navigator has proved itself 
invaluable for the safe navigation of 
the ship.' 
While this latest navigational device 
is finding great favour with passenger 
liners and freight carriers, its use on 
fishing vessels is increasing. More than a 
thousand fishing craft in North Ameri-
ca and Europe are equipped with the 
system and, in Nova Scotia partic-
ularly, the use of Decca is becoming 
more widespread. 
It is far from the day when fishing 
skippers put to sea with only a com-
pass and "fishermen's luck" to ensure 
they could find their way to the fishing 
grounds and back again. Skilled as 
they were in the art of seamanship, the 
old time masters had two strikes 
against them when they put to sea as 
compared to their modern counter-
parts who catch more fish in less time 
and at a minimum of risk just because 
from the misery of war has been de-
veloped a system of continuous navi-
gation that has robbed the dangerous 
business of fishing of many of its former 
hazards. 
for NEW BRUNSWICK 
With the coming "On Line" 
of the new Beechwood Hydro 
Development, New Brunswick 
is keeping abreast of a 
rapidly climbing load curve 
and is continuing its policy 
of adequate reserves of Power 
for an expanding 
provincial economy. 
The New Brunswick 
ELECTRIC POWER COMMISSION 
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Fredericton 
New Brunswick 
SO, YOU'RE GOING to Ottawa as delegate to the Convention? Well, bravo! That ought to be an 
effective way of topping off the 
holidays! 
Your first, isn't it? But, of course 
it is your first. Your side hasn't been 
having National Conventions very 
regularly. Our side- well, do let me 
proffer the results of our experience! 
The beginning will be all cheers. 
These things vary, of course-but 
cheering is customary at the beginning. 
It makes everyone feel at home; and 
impresses the TV audience. You have 
a good bump of observation, so you 
can amuse yourself by noting how the 
good names, the ones which will start 
an ovation, are carefully saved for the 
hours when the TV cameras are on. 
That takes more than organization! f c 
is a natural art, which flourishes, with 
no need of aid from the Canada 
Council! 
~~4·----__ ----........-. ~-'**' ~~ 
I. -tR· 
~ 
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A certain amount of emotional 
whingding at the beginning is import-
ant, because although orators rise and 
object to emotional opposition, any 
practical politician knows that it is 
emotion which elects a government. As 
it should be! Heaven help us if we're 
ever governed purely by our brains! 
There will be three categories of 
cheer-raising names. The ones which 
command real enthusiasm, and have 
succeeded; the ones who have failed, 
and are cheered so that the outside 
audience will know you don't consider 
them failures; and the ones for whom 
the cheers are partisan- i.e., those run-
ning for the leadership. Those for the 
Admirable Losers will be the loudest. 
That's only good electioneering! And 
let's see- one, two- oh, my word! 
With the depleted state of the late 
Cabinet, there's no reason the yells 
shouldn't go on for two days, un-
abated! 
They won't, though. There isn't 
time; and also, too much noise lays a 
party open to a charge of imitating the 
U.S. Conventions, which is on the 
Not Done list. (Isn't it wonderful the 
amount of dignity we gain from not 
doing the things Americans do better?) 
The cheers will stop abruptly, and 
business will begin. 
By this time, you should have had 
time to identify the groups into which 
the Convention breaks; and to acquire 
a sense of balance. This balance is 
important, and is fascinating to ob-
serve. It's like a little formula for 
Canada. 
On each committee, there will be an 
(unmentioned) balance between Cath-
olic and Protestant, youth and age, 
men and women, French and English, 
east and west, and a few other varia-
tions which you'll notice for yourself. 
This balance is mentioned only in 
whispers, but is perfectly understood, 
just as are the unmentionable words, 
("divorce", "drink", and "The Queen's 
Own Rifles"), and the secret under-
standings. One of the latter can be 
roughly transcribed as, "damn the 
tories as much as you want to, but not 
quite enough to exalt the CCF!" 
Since you speak French, you - NO ? 
Oh, drat! You'll miss the most fas-
cinating display of dramatic knowhow 
and cultivated humour that the Con-
vention can supply! I refer to the care-
by Joan Ganong 
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fully nurtured illusion of French 
solidarity, which the French play like 
a game. It appeals to the gallic humour. 
Oh, yes, it does! There they will 
stand, a French Canadian from Mani-
toba, discussing his wife's taste in hats 
with a French Canadian from Nova 
Scotia-both gravely, delightedly 
aware that they are sending a nearby 
orangeman from Toronto into a dither 
of distraction, at the conviction that 
they represent Quebec, agreeing on the 
vote. The French have a lot of quiet 
fun this way; more power to 'em! 
The language makes them the most 
obvious group, as a group, to pick out; 
and next to them come the Newfound-
landers. The Newfoundlanders are 
inclined to buzz about in a self-assured 
bevy, being benign. They may be new 
Canadians, but they look on t' others 
as nouveau-Commonwealth, and-
well, we are! There is no illusion about 
the Newfoundlander's solidarity. They 
don't need to mention it. It exists. 
The other subsections, you will 
recognize for yourself. 
Obviously, there are the Women. 
But, be careful! No group is more 
sharply divided. Not antagonistic, but 
different. There are the Women Poli-
ticians, and the Wives of Politicians 
' and they are not the same, at all, at all. 
The Wives have a cult of discretion-
absolutely necessary, if they don't 
want to get their husbands defeated. 
Discretion is not the reigning attribute 
of the Women Politicians. They are 
apt to come up with some of the most 
revolutionary ideas at the Convention. 
For this reason, and a few others, 
it is customary to shoo the Women 
off to meet by themselves, now and 
then. This annoys a lot of the women; 
but wiser heads make use of it. They 
may not want to act as a separate unit 
in the party; but they know very well 
that as a separate unit in the country, 
they could outvote the men. So nobody 
quite dares antagonize the women-as 
women! 
Then, there is Youth. 
The situation with regard to Youth 
is very delicate. Everyone wants them, 
their energy, their spirit, their future, 
are all important; but that very spirit 
is like a loaded gun. Youth is apt to 
come in, all agog about some govern-
mental reform which sounds splendid 
in college, but is absolutely unwork-
able in fact. There will not be a 
politician among the thousands there, 
who has not made over-enthusiastic 
errors in the young days; not one who 
is not aware that at any moment some 
young genius may bolt for a micro-
phone, and gain great personal pres-
tige-by airing a suggestion which the 
party will have to live down for 
months. There is usually a group of 
self-appointed experts, who wander 
around soothing the young ones, in 
hopes of averting a calamity. 
Not discouraging, though. With 
luck, once in each convention, some-
one young, eager, and intelligent 
arises with a real speech-and every-
one sits up straighter, and feels better 
about the future of the world. 
Then there are the regional divis-
ions. Youth, for instance, always 
seems younger, from the west. It is also 
better dressed, from there. It is also 
more successful. The western groups 
are characterized by an easy, effortless, 
approval of the future; just balanced 
by their bemused disbelief that the 
Federal Government isn't subsidized 
by oil wells. 
The Ontario delegates strike ex-
tremes; they waver between a solid 
serenity, and a nervous defensiveness. 
They are from the wealthiest province, 
and periodically apologize for it. If 
they are not ready to apologize, spon-
taneously, Quebec will see to it that 
they feel they should. Ontario members 
are apt to arise and explain that they 
are NOT speaking for Ontario, alone, 
no, no, and perish the thought forever! 
The French smile approval; of the 
comment, not the habit. This is a 
remark which is never heard from a 
Quebec member, about Quebec! 
As to the Maritimers-with that 
solid, canny little delegation from New-
foundland hovering near, but apart 
from, them-they go up and display 
and demonstrate their modesty in the 
most blatantly prideful manner you 
ever saw. 
Oh, yes, they do, too. I've done it, 
and so will you! Just wait until you 
hear someone from Manitoba enquire 
whether Prince Edward Island is in 
New Brunswick or Nova Scotia. Hark 
to the tone in which you quietly 
respond, "It is a separate province." 
So meek, so mild, so knowing-so 
certain that of course the rest of the 
country would be this ignorant, so-
superior and calm. It's quite a trick 
when you master it-well, you were 
probably born with it-and it's one 
that the Scots perfected for use against 
the English in debate, long before it 
was thought of over here. 
The Maritimers love to show their 
modesty, their calm, and their horse 
sense; and by George, two of those we 
have! 
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Yes, you'll enjoy the Convention! 
If you have courage enough to find it 
fun. 
Some of it-if you go up full of 
high ideals and blind conviction that 
this is a science in which experts are 
agreed, and all men dedicated-some 
~f it will seem shoddy to you. Some-
times, the gravest matters will be 
d~ided as if they were part of a 
neighbourhood spat. Sometimes you 
may be wistful that the po~erful 
among mankind are not more wise. 
But if you're lucky, there will come 
a moment, when you look about you 
on ~he Convention floor, when you 
realize, quietly, clearly, that here are 
men earnestly trying to form the laws 
which will protect and govern the part 
of mankind we call Canada. There rna y 
be imperfections in the method· but 
it is the only method that we hav~. Th~ 
people may be less than perfect; but, 
these are people who, at least, will try. 
Then, you will be proud to be among 
them. Then, you will be glad that you 
are there. 
If you reach that moment-you're 
jigged for life! 
If that happens, come back and we'll 
talk again. 
Disagree? Of course we'll disagree! 
Why not? It's a part of it, and by then 
you'll enjoy the game. 
Politics is the very sport of our 
living; and it is healthiest when it is 
fun! 
GfnJ a CVerlf 
_Merrlf Christmas to lfOU all J 
ROUND and ABOUT the MARITIMES • • 
Port Day 
In this season of v1s1ons of 
sugar plums when central Canad-
ian neighbours are freezing up for 
the winter, H. H. Smith of Saint 
John has launched a new project 
to bring attention to this Maritime 
port. At the time of this writing, 
Mr. Smith, the city's port and 
industrial commissioner, is plan-
ning "Port Day in Saint John", a 
round of events designed to show 
shippers and shipowners, the 
workings and facilities of the port, 
on December lOth. 
Dudley Page, president of the 
Shipping Federation of Canada is 
to be luncheon speaker, and H. 
T. Mason, president of March 
Shipping of Montreal, will be 
chairman. The day's activities 
include a tour of the port facil-
ities, a visit to the New Bruns-
wick Museum's marine exhibition, 
a meeting of the Canadian Port 
Committee, and a banquet at 
which W. A. S. Case, president 
of the Saint John Board of Trade, 
and second vice-president of the 
Canadian Chamber of Commerce, 
will be chairman. 
* * * Communications Centre 
Hon. Joseph Bourgeois, chair-
man of the Executive Council of 
New Brunswick, officiated at the 
opening of the Canadian National 
Telegraphs $1,500,000 commun-
ications centre in Moncton re-
cently. 
The centre contains the world's 
first commercial tape relay system 
and is speeding communications 
between points in the Atlantic 
Provinces. 
* * * Scientist 
The learned gentleman says the 
village of Woodlawn, Nova Scotia, 
has vanished and has now, in 
fact, become a part of Waterville, 
N.S., but while Woodlawn may 
have vanished the learned gentle-
man, who was born in Nova 
Scotia 67 years ago, is still very 
much with us and he is one of 
Uncle Sam's favourite scientists. 
In fact, Dr. Brendon Reid 
Lutz has just been granted $23,585 
for a three-year research project 
by the United States Public 
Health Service to continue his 
work on treatments for cases of 
coronary thrombosis and high 
blood pressure. The chief object-
ive of Dr. Lutz' programme is to 
accelerate during hospitalization 
the development of smaller blood 
vessels that nature tends to pro-
vide after a major artery has been 
severed or clogged in a heart 
attack. 
Dr. Lutz also has a continuing 
grant from the U.S. Public Health 
Service for research on the causes 
of cancer and he is now concen-
trating upon the tendency of 
certain food additives to produce 
malignancy. In all his laboratory 
work he uses brown-haired hams-
ters but he also has six hamsters 
in his laboratory that he has 
turned pure white by causing them 
to become radio-active through 
contact with atomic gamma rays. 
Dr. Lutz is the only child of a 
Nova Scotian farmer, Spurden 
Reid Lutz, and Sarah Ogilvie. 
His mother, now approaching 
ninety, lives in a nursing home in 
Melrose, Mass., near the doctor's 
residence. Asked concerning his 
Maritime relatives, Dr. Lutz 
replied the list "would be as long 
as your arm but most of them live 
in Moncton, N.B., and Water-
ville, N.S." 
The last big theatrical event of the 
Capitol was the Dominion Drama 
Festival in 1952. 
* * * 
Retail Merchants 
J. F. Jenkins of Summerside, 
P.E.I., was re-elected president of 
the Retail Merchants Associa-
tion of Canada (Maritimes) In-
corporated, at the annual direc-
tors' meeting in Moncton recently. 
T. Goldman of Campbellton, 
N.B. is vice-president and treas-
Dr. Brendon Reid Lutz in his laboratory, holding a hamster in 
hi.'l arm.~. 
Dr. Lutz retired last June after 
forty-three years of service to 
Boston University, his alma 
mater, and twenty-eight years as 
professor and chairman of the 
university's department of biol-
ogy, but he continues his experi-
ments on hamsters, under the 
special blessing of the U.S. 
Government agency, at his lab-
oratory in the university. 
Dr. Lutz first came into prom-
inence as a research scientist when, 
during the First World War, he 
pioneered in the development of 
protective clothing and other 
safeguards that enabled U.S. and 
other pilots to reach new altitudes 
for combat and bombing mis-
. 
SlOnS. 
* * * 
An Era Ends 
One of the landmarks of enter-
tainment in Saint John, N.B., has 
closed its doors on a colourful 
past and is beginning a new mode 
of life. The Capitol Theatre, 
known as one of the leading 
theatres in Eastern Canada under 
the name of the Imperial Theatre, 
has been acquired by the Full 
Gospel Pentecostal Assembly to 
be used as a church. 
Opened in 1913 by Lieutenant-
Governor Josiah Wood, the 
Imperial was a famous showplace 
under the management of the late 
Walter H. Golding, who brought 
to Saint John many famous 
entertainers. Sir Harry Lauder, 
Gracie Fields, Edgar Bergen, Ruth 
Draper, Sir Martin Harvey and 
Ethel Barrymore are among those 
who delighted audiences from the 
stage of the elaborate building. 
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urer. Other vice-presidents are 
P. M. MacCaull of Ellerslie, 
P.E.I., J. P. MacNeil of Sydney, 
N.S., and F. E. DeVenne of 
Lancaster, N.B. 
Directors are: J. E. Landry of 
Shediac, N.B., R. 0. Hunter of 
Amherst, N.B., C. Myers of Glace 
Bay, N.S., F. Payne of Halifax, 
W. G. Ellis of Springfield West, 
P.E.I., J. R. McLean of Souris, 
P.E.I., J. F. Pierce of Charlotte-
town, and Aurele Babineau of 
Moncton. 
* * * Safety Plans 
The first week of this month is 
again designated as Safe Driving 
Week. This is a programme 
sponsored by the Canadian High-
way Safety Conference, the Na-
tional Safety Council and many 
other organizations, including the 
Junior Chamber of Commerce. In 
the Atlantic Provinces the Jaycees 
have been among the most 
energetic promoters of highway 
safety through their December 
campaign and through the Teen-
age Road-e-o. Harry E. Wathen 
of Fredericton, N .B., has been a 
leader in this part of the Jaycee 
work, and H. Watson Jamer of 
Saint John, an official of the 
National Safety Council, has also 
played an important part. 
The Royal Canadian Mounted 
Police in all provinces have been 
the strong, silent partners of the 
campaign, for they know better 
than anyone else, probably, the 
toll that highway accidents take. 
Also in the realm of safety, and 
of special interest to many 
citizens of the Atlantic Provinces, 
are the new regulations planned 
for small boats. The federal de-
partment of transport, working 
with boat manufacturers, and the 
boating public, intends to require 
all new boats to carry plates show-
ing the power and passenger 
capacity of the boats. The depart-
ment is hoping to effect these 
regulations by the beginning of the 
boating season in 19 58. 
* * * College Campaign 
For the seventh year now, a 
group of representatives of Hali-
fax universities and colleges is 
conducting a "Bring back Christ 
to Christmas" campaign. The 
movement was begun in 1950 by 
Roman Catholic Mount St. Vin-
cent College, and has been joined 
by other denominational institu-
tions including Anglican Uni-
versity of King's College, Roman 
Catholic St. Mary's University, 
and Pine Hill Divinity Hall of the 
United Church of Canada. 
The Newman Club and the 
Canterbury Club of Dalhousie 
University are co-operating in the 
effort to bring to the attention of 
every family the real meaning of 
the Christmas season. The spon-
sors point out that they in no way 
favour the abolition of Christmas 
giving or Santa Claus, but they 
feel the religious significance of the 
occasion comes first. 
* * * Equipment Show 
The Halifax-Dartmouth Branch 
of the National Office Manage-
ment Association, the only such 
group east of Montreal, held a 
show of modern office equipment, 
machinery, furniture and acces-
sories in Halifax in late November. 
The show featured the products 
of twenty-six Canadian firms and 
attracted a large number of 
visitors from all four Atlantic 
Provinces for the first display of 
its kind in the region. Represent-
atives of the manufacturers at-
tended the two-day event to 
demonstrate their products and 
discuss office improvements with 
Atlantic businessmen. 
A dinner to inaugurate the 
exhibition was held in the Nova 
Scotian Hotel. It was attended 
by Lieutenant-Governor Alistair 
Fraser, Mayor C. A. Vaughan of 
Halifax, Mayor I. W. Akerley of 
Dartmouth, Hon. E. A. Manson, 
Nova Scotia's minister of trade 
and industry, representatives of 
the National Office Management 
Association of Philadelphia and 
Boston, and presidents of leading 
associations. Okah L. Jones, vice-
president and general manager of 
Consumer Gas Company, of 
Toronto, was the special speaker. 
* * * Bridge Players 
A Halifax lady, Mrs. E. W. 
Mingo, has been elected to the 
board of governors of the Amer-
ican Contract Bridge League, 
which governs all duplicate bridge 
clubs and tournaments in North 
America. Duplicate bridge is a 
form of entertainment that has 
attracted increased attention in 
the Atlantic Provinces in recent 
year~. A tournament attracting 
participants from as far away as 
Halifax, was held in Amherst, 
N.S., in late November. 
* * * 
Deputy Minister 
Canada's deputy minister of 
national health and welfare and 
one of today's news makers is a 
publicity in municipal affairs as 
their counterpart from Ottawa, 
Dr. Charlotte Whitton, they have 
nevertheless been playing an im-
portant part in administration for 
a long time. 
Mrs. Gladys Porter of Kent-
ville, N.S., as mayor of the town, 
gained recognition a number of 
years ago as Nova Scotia's first 
woman mayor. Mrs. Abbie Lane 
of Halifax has not quite grasped 
the gavel, but she has taken a 
Canada's deputy minister of health and welfare, Dr. George F. 
Davidson, right, is president of the International League of Social 
Work and a delegate to the United Nations Economic and Social 
Council. He is shown with Dr. Motomi Nakumara of Japan, 
centre, and Harry M. Carey of Boston, left, treasurer-general of 
the International League of Social W ark. 
Nova Scotia native. Dr. George 
F. Davidson is from Bass River, 
N.S., where he spent his early 
years with his parents, the late 
Wendall and Emma Sullivan 
Davidson. During his high school 
years young George moved to 
British Columbia with an aunt, 
Mrs. Carl Rogers. He attended 
New Westminster High School 
and the University of British 
Columbia. He was graduated from 
Harvard with a Ph.D. in 1932. On 
scholarship he spent a year in 
Europe studying economic and 
social problems. He was appointed 
to the British Columbia depart-
ment of health on his return to 
Canada, and joined the federal 
service in 1938 in Ottawa. On the 
establishment of the department 
of national health and welfare he 
was appointed deputy minister. 
Dr. Davidson is a Canadian 
member of the United Nations 
Economic and Social Council and 
has recently returned from its 
meeting in Geneva. He is presi-
dent of the International Con-
ference of Social Work, and at-
tended its annual meeting in 
Vienna shortly after the Geneva 
conference. 
A brother, Dr. Allen Davidson, 
is a psychiatrist in Vancouver. 
Mrs. Rogers now resides In 
Marblehead, Mass. 
* * * 
Women in Politics 
Mrs. Harry Drover of Claren-
ville, Newfoundland, has scored 
another victory for women in 
politics by her election as the 
province's first lady mayor. While 
the women of the Atlantic Prov-
inces have not gained as much 
strong part in civic affairs. Per-
haps some day Halifax will follow 
the lead of Kentville and Claren-
ville and elect a woman as the 
city's chief magistrate. 
Fredericton, New Brunswick's 
capital, has a long record of 
women serving as councillors. 
Mrs. Nelson Adams, who is a 
councillor today, took up the 
cause when Hon. Mrs. Muriel M. 
Fergusson was appointed to the 
Senate. 
The Atlantic Provinces are often 
accused of being behind the times, 
but in politics the women of the 
region can hold their place with 
the men as well as their neigh-
bours from other provinces. 
* * * 
New Governor 
Congratulations are in order for 
Hon. Campbell L. Macpherson, 
the new Lieutenant-Governor of 
Newfoundland. Lieutenant-Gov-
ernor Macpherson succeeds Sir 
Leonard Outerbridge. Friends 
throughout Canada and abroad 
much regretted to hear that Sir 
Leonard had retired due to ill 
health. It is hoped that the former 
representative of Her Majesty in 
Newfoundland will enjoy better 
health now that he can relax from 
the burden of official duties. 
Lieutenant-Governor Macpher-
son, a native of St. John's, is a 
graduate of the Methodist College 
there and of Westminster School, 
London. An active member of the 
business community of St. John's, 
the new lieutenant-governor is 
managing director of Royal Stores 
Limited and vice-president of 
Martin-Royal Stores Hardware 
Company Limited and Exploits 
- - -
by Vedette 
Valley Royal Stores Limited. He 
is member of the executive com-
mittee of the Board of Governors 
of the United Church College and 
a governor of Memorial U ni-
versity. Having served as aide-de-
camp to the governors of the 
colony, he was awarded the Order 
of the British Empire in 1949. 
Sir Leonard Outerbridge had 
been the Queen's representative in 
Newfoundland since the province 
joined Confederation in 1949. Sir 
Brian Dunfield of the Supreme 
Court of Newfoundland was ad-
ministrator of the Province from 
the time of Sir Leonard's retire-
ment until the new lieutenant-
governor was appointed. 
* * * New Vessel 
The Chaudiere, Canada's thir-
teenth destroyer escort, was 
launched in Halifax in November. 
The $18,000,000 ship was built in 
Halifax Shipyards and christened 
by Mrs. E. W. Finch-Noyes, wife 
of Commander Finch-Noyes, dur-
ing one of the smoothest launch-
ings of the shipyards' history. One 
or two more of these ships may 
be built in the Halifax establish-
ment. 
The Navy has been a most 
important factor in the develop-
ment of Halifax as one of Canada's 
leading ocean terminals. HMC 
Dockyard in Halifax had its 
beginning in 1758, and today the 
Dockyard and HMCS Stadacona 
have almost 4,000 naval personnel 
and the Dockyard has nearly 
3,000 civilian employees with an 
annual payroll of $8,000,000, 
making the Navy the largest 
industry in the city. 
Commercial shipping and the 
passenger business are also of 
considerable proportions. Last 
year nearly 50,000 passengers 
disembarked in Halifax and more 
than 7,000 were embarked. 
During the last week in N ovem-
ber the citizens of Halifax gave 
recognition to these great portions 
of the city's business life by the 
observance of Port of Halifax 
Week. 
The energetic Port of Halifax 
Commission presented engraved 
plaques bearing the coat of arms 
of the city to twelve ships which 
made their maiden voyage to the 
port during the last year. It is a 
gesture that indicates the friendly 
attitude shown those shipping 
companies that use this leading 
Canadian port. 
* * * 
Distinguished Family 
J. J. Fraser Winslow, Q.C., who 
wrote the story of the Belle-
fontaine Club on page 31 is the 
senior member of one of the most 
distinguished families in the At-
lantic Provinces. 
Edward Winslow, from whom 
Mr. Fraser Winslow is descended, 
was the first governor of Plymouth 
Colony in Massachusetts. A later 
Edward Winslow was muster-
master general for the British 
during the Revolutionary War 
and at the close of the contest was 
sent to Nova Scotia to make 
arrangements for the disbanding 
and settlement of the Loyalist 
regiments. It is said that more than 
any other person he was respons-
ible for the founding of New 
Brunswick as a separate province. 
The members of the Winslow 
family have played an important 
part in the community and ad-
ministrative life of the province 
since that time. 
((Maribel", a six-year-old half Arabian owned by Miss Olive 
Parkman of East Royalty, P.E.I., is shown above getting into the 
act at one of the displays in the Maritime Winter Fair in Amherst, 
N.S. "Maribel" won three ribbons at the fair, and as a reward 
Miss Parkman allowed her to sample the pancakes made in the 
Fawcett booth. 
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CHRISTMAS CAKE 
t lb flour 
t Ib butter 
t lb sugar 
t lb currants 
t lb raisins 
t lb sultanas 
! lb peel 
} lb cherries 
1 tspn. baking powder 
t tspn. salt 
5 eggs separated 
1 gill rum 
Bring fruit to boil and drain. When 
cool pour rum over and leave overnight 
in a covered bowl. Cream butter and 
sugar, add beaten egg yolks, then add 
fruit, flour and finally the stiffly beaten 
egg whites. 
Line the cake tin with wax paper and 
fasten a strip of thick brown paper, 
three inches deeper than the cake tin, 
round the outside to prevent the cake 
from burning. Bake for four hours at 
27 5 degrees. 
MARSHMALLOW SQUARES 
1 cup white sugar 
t cup shortening 
2 eggs beaten 
4 tablespoons coconut 
1 teaspoon vanilla 
24 graham wafers 
24 marshmallows (coloured) 
Mix first five ingredients together 
and cook in double boiler until thick. 
Cool. 
While above mixture is cooling 
roll graham wafers into crumbs and 
chop marshmallow in small pieces. 
Stir into cooked mixture and press 
into a greased pan and frost. 
KING GEORGE I's 
CHRISTMAS PUDDING 
This is a famous British recipe and is the 
authentic favourite of King George. Sandring-
ham kitchens do not prepare it nowadays but 
we give it here as an example-easy to make-
of the rich old Christmas tradition. 
King George I, sometimes called the 
"Pudding King", ate this pudding at 
six o'clock on December 25, 1714-his 
first Christmas in England. Practically 
the same ingredients were mixed in 
huge earthenware bowls at Sandring-
ham for his descendants: 
1 t lbs. finely-shredded suet. 
1 lb. eggs, weighed in their shells. 
1 lb. each prunes, stoned and halved; 
mixed peel, cut in long strips; small 
raisins; sultanas; currants; sifted flour; 
sugar and brown bread-crumbs. 
1 teaspoonful (heaped) of mixed spice. 
t nutmeg, grated 
2 teaspoonfuls salt. 
t pint new milk. 
Juice of 1 lemon. 
A very large wineglassful brandy. 
Mix the dry ingredients, moisten 
with eggs, beaten to a froth, and the 
milk, lemon juice and brandy mixed. 
Stand for at least 12 hours in a cool 
place, then turn into buttered moulds. 
Cover with wax paper, cover with 
cloth and boil for 8 hours at first, then 
for 2 hours before serving. This 
quantity makes 3 puddings of about 
3 Jbs. each. 
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Mince pies go with plum pudding. 
They make delicious eating for lunch-
time or dinner. It is worth remember-
ing that the mincemeat improves with 
age and this year's mincemeat can be 
eaten next Christmas. The same applies 
to plum puddings providing they are 
prepared with plenty of brandy. 
MINCEMEAT 
6 oz shredded suet. 
8 oz brown sugar. 
8 oz currants. 
8 oz raisins (seeded). 
6 oz mixed peel. 
8 oz apples (peeled and cored). 
2 lemons, grated rind and strained juice. 
2 oz blanched almonds. 
t teaspoon mixed spice. 
t gill brandy. 
Mince raisins, peel, almonds and 
apples, or chop finely. Mix thoroughly 
with the rest of the ingredients, leave 
in a covered basin overnight, then stir 
well and pack in air-tight jars. 
MINCE PIES 
An Old English Recipe 
12 oz flour. 
9 oz butter. 
t pint cold milk. 
Mincemeat. 
Rub lightly into the flour one-third 
of the butter, add milk, mix into a 
smooth paste, and roll out into a long 
narrow strip. Divide remainder of 
butter into 3 equal portions. Put one 
portion on paste in small pieces, 
dredge lightly with flour, fold evenly 
in three, turn it round so that folded 
edges lie right and left when rolling. 
Press edges lightly with rolling-pin to 
prevent air escaping, and roll out as 
before. Repeat process with other 
portions of butter. Then roll out to 
about a l in. in thickness, and cut 
covers for pies. Roll pieces out thinner, 
cut out rounds, and line patty-tins. 
Put in some mincemeat, cover with 
pastry, brush lightly with milk. Sprinkle 
lightly with white sugar. Bake in a hot 
oven for about 20 minutes. 
In the Dough 
at Christinas 
by 
JACQUELINE GILMORE 
Copyright, Jacqueline Gilmore, 1957 
"WHo wANTS to be in the dough at 
Christmas?'' 
"Hear! Hear!" Loud cries from 
everywhere. 
"Good. Then let's get busy." 
"And how?" 
"Easy as can be. Have your 
dough-" 
"Dough? Did you say dough?" 
"Of course. Dough. That old-
fashioned white stuff made from flour. 
You know. Home-made bread. Rolls. 
Dough. Remember?" 
"H'm! Yes. But what are you getting 
at? We thought you meant money. Is 
it really dough you're talking about?" 
Exactly that. Bread dough and 
bread, and Christmas time. A splendid 
combination. Follow along and you'll 
be trying it, because bread is so basic 
and so symbolic, too. It lends itself 
perfectly to our Christmas traditions. 
Furthermore bread is historic in 
legend and fact. It represents all food 
when we consider hunger. It identifies 
country after country by its ingred-
ients, texture and style of loaf. Men 
have fought for bread. Yet the gift of 
bread still brings comfort to the needy 
and oppressed. The breaking of bread 
has brought joy and peace to many. 
Bread is common to the table of the 
most lowly or that of highest estate. It 
sustains the wayfarer on his lonely 
path and is a natural element of divine 
sacrament. 
Since so much of breadmaking has 
become professional, many homes are 
not accustomed to the magic aroma of 
baking bread. Nothing else seems to 
supplant the fragrance of that golden-
brown loaf. It is a compliment, indeed, 
when a guest pauses at your door to 
inhale deeply and exclaim with ecstasy 
"Oh! You are baking bread!" In spite 
of professional loaves on every grocer's 
shelves there are homes where experi-
ments are tried in mixing, shaping and 
baking the basic loaf. 
Witness the pleasure of these children 
who so eagerly put the gay gumdrop 
and jellybean presents on these "Christ-
mas Trees" for their young friends. 
These loaves which are so easy to 
sculpture or model are always sure to 
be welcomed as gifts. They are a 
pleasure to make, decorate and serve. 
They are ideal for Christmas Eve 
supper, Christmas breakfast, any holi-
Ready for wrapping. Boy, it was fun! 
day afternoon-tea or evening meal, or 
gay informal party-entertaining for 
teen-agers or even the younger set. 
A favourite recipe for two loaves is 
0 g1ven. 
CHRISTMAS TREES. 
Soften 1 cake of yeast in 2 table-
spoons lukewarm water. 
Into mixing bowl, pour 1 cup boiling 
water over 
1 cup shortening, 
j cup (scant) white sugar, 
I teaspoon salt. 
Cool. Add yeast and 1 beaten egg. 
Beat in 3 cups all purpose flour. This 
makes a soft dough yet can be kneaded 
lightly on board. It should be quite 
elastic to touch and have a slight 
satiny sheen. 
Cover and let double in bulk. 
To shape the loaves divide into two 
portions, about two thirds to the 
larger piece. This is for the sculptured 
loaf. Flatten out to ~-inch thickness. 
Place on a cookie sheet. With a sharp 
knife cut the shape of the trunk, and 
at intervals on each side, to form the 
branch tips. Allow to double in bulk. 
Bake 15 to 20 minutes at 350°. This 
should be a beautiful golden brown 
loaf. 
The remaining dough may be made 
into "a finger roll tree" or a "bubble 
tree". For the former knead the dough 
to a firm lump for cutting. Slice it into 
eight or ten pieces. Roll each into a 
round long finger. Arrange symmetric-
ally on sheet to make a triangular tree. 
The tip will be a small triangle and the 
trunk a suitable oblong. The "bubble 
tree" is simply little round balls of 
dough arranged in the triangular 
pattern. 
These two forms are particularly 
good served hot from the oven with 
other supper accompaniments. The 
sculptured loaf lends itself to various 
ways of serving. 
For gifts, "From Our House to 
Your House," or "To Tommy and 
Joan," a bit of frosting, small candies, 
glace fruits, nut meats, all stin1ulate the 
imagination, helping you make a 
symbolic, festive treat. You will enjoy 
making, decorating, giving or serving 
your trees, and will be glad you've 
been "in the dough at Christmas''. 
Finger roll trees# sculptured trees and bubble trees 
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THE MARITIME PROVINCES 
HAVE MUCH TO OFFER 
INDUSTRY 
We are providing ELECTRIC service 
In: 
CUMBERLAND COUNTY, Nova Scotia, and the eastern portion 
of WESTMORLAND COUNTY, New Brunswick 
CANADA ELECTRIC 
COMPANY, LIMITED 
AMHERST NOVA SCOTIA 
In: 
SYDNEY, NORTH SYDNEY, SYDNEY MINES, and adjoining 
Cape Breton Rural Districts 
EASTERN LIGHT & POWER 
COl\IPANY, LIMITED 
SYDNEY NOVA SCOTIA 
In: 
MONCTON and suburbs 
MONCTON ELECTRICITY & GAS 
COMPANY, LIMITED 
MONCTON NEW BRUNSWICK 
It -has always seemed to us that the first 
function of any advertisement is 
to get itself read. 
People do not have to read adve.rtisements. 
Therefore any art or device, even as simple and 
inexpensive as this advertisement was to prepare, 
comm.ands more attention than just cold type. 
Use more pictures 
Illustrate 
your advertising 
MARITIME PHOTO ENGRAVERS LIMITED 
Herald Building Halifax. Nova Scotia 
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ATLANTICDOTE 
PICTOU TWIST 
IN THE DAYS when the plug tobacco 
"Pictou Twist" was a popular brand 
among seamen, a little coastal boat 
called in at the town of Pictou, N.S. 
Among her crew was one man, a 
deckhand, who spoke the Gaelic, and 
he was eager to spend the first evening 
ashore, strolling the streets of the old 
town perhaps to catch the lilt of his 
native tongue. 
He'd not heard it for a good while 
and he'd lost most of his own Celtic 
accent. 
As he prepared to leave the boat the 
captain asked him if he would call in 
at one of the town's general stores and 
get some coffee and canned milk and 
a few other items for breakfast. The 
deckhand climbed up on the wharf 
and just then, as an afterthought, the 
captain called out, "Oh and bring me 
a plug of Pictou Twist. Now don't 
forget. I'm all out of tobacco." 
The deckhand nodded and moseyed 
up town to a store which carried 
general supplies. Behind the counter 
stood a buxom young girl, and as he 
entered the store he caught the sound 
of words spoken in Gaelic, a real 
honest-to-goodness Highlander she 
was by her accent. She and another 
girl were exchanging a bit of gossip. 
He marched up to the counter and 
asked for his coffee and the rest of it, 
and as she filled the order, the other 
girl (who had been sizing up his sea-
boots) turned to her friend and said 
(in Gaelic): "I see there's a boat in 
to-night." 
"Yes, it looks like it." 
"Think you'll take a walk down to 
the wharf- pick something up?" 
"Perhaps." 
"What do you think of this one?'' 
"Och, he's too thin in the stern." 
They were enjoying their conversa-
tion hugely, winking at each other and 
pretending not to notice the customer. 
The customer was also enjoying the 
conversation. It was going to make a 
first-rate yarn to tell the boys. He could 
hardly wait to get back to the boat. 
He grabbed up his groceries and 
hurried out of the store, and only then 
did he remember the captain's tobacco. 
So tickled was he at having overheard 
what the girls were saying, it was hard 
to keep his face straight as he came 
back into the store. 
"A plug of Pictou Twist!" he said. 
But it was too late. He had asked for 
it in the Gaelic. 
NORMAN CREIGHTON 
We pay $10 for Atlanticdotes, 
limited to 375 words. 
THE BEAST OF BEAR COVE 
A Walrus in the Bay of Fundy 
O NE DAY a few years ago the little Acadian fishing villages along the Bay of Fundy shore 
of Nova Scotia were thrown into a 
flurry of excitement. A fishing boat 
had arrived in port in a hurry and 
reported that a large sea beast was 
following the fish on their lines right 
up to the boat and showed no fear of 
the men in it. They were accuston1ed 
to large sharks and whales of the kinds 
found in those waters, but this was 
something different and the two men 
in the boat had never heard of such a 
beast before. 
At first they were laughed at by the 
other fishermen, but the laughter died 
away when they saw them putting to 
sea the next day with a 12-gauge shot-
gun and a box of ball as a prominent 
part of their equipment. These were 
not men to take ridicule lightly, and 
they sailed that day with a look of 
grim determination in their eyes. Soon 
they were fishing on their accustomed 
grounds and all seemed as it always 
had been. Visibility was low in the 
early morning fog and the sea rolled 
by in long oily rollers. The cry of the 
gulls and the noise of another boat 
passing them occasionally were the 
only sounds to be heard in the stillness. 
Suddenly the peace was shattered by 
a snorting blow which broke out 
explosively a few hundred yards astern. 
The sound was unlike that of a por-
poise, and was much too strong for 
that of a seal which it much resembled. 
Alphonse Saulnier peered hard into 
fog which lay in scattered patches on 
the water waiting for the sun to gain 
enough strength to dissipate it. At 
first he could see nothing as he listened 
to the blow which gradually came 
nearer. 
"He's down again." He spoke in 
French to his partner Joe. "Better 
stand by the lines." 
A tense period of waiting followed. 
Then they both watched with growing 
fear in their eyes as a patch of water 
about twenty yards from the boat 
began to smooth out and assumed that 
glassy appearance that water does 
when subjected to pressure from below. 
Joe reached for the shotgun but 
Alphonse checked him. 
"No! My God, not that close!" 
The glassy patch suddenly erupted 
and the great snorting blow blew fine 
spray almost into their faces, and there 
by BRUCE WRIGHT 
Copyright, Bruce Wright, 1957 
The head that rose behind the Saulniers' boat. 
rose before their eyes a massive head 
supporting two great tusks. Such a 
creature was not within their know-
ledge, and fear of the unknown 
aggravated the already formidable 
appearance of the great beast that rose 
to the surface and fixed its eyes on 
them. 
"Cut the lines! He's after the fish. 
Move slowly. He may come for us if 
we startle him!" 
They arrived back in port before 
noon that day, but nobody laughed 
when they found that the Saulniers had 
cut their gear adrift rather than risk 
the animal following the fish right up 
to the boat. This was a serious loss 
well known and appreciated by fisher-
folk the world over, and other boats 
arrived later in the day and reported 
that the beast had followed them and 
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had appeared very truculent at close 
quarters. A meeting was held that 
night on the pier and it was decided 
that all boats would carry whatever 
arms they could muster, and if a safe 
and suitable opportunity afforded the 
animal should be shot. No one had 
any idea as yet as to what it was, and 
the guesses ranged from the Devil 
Himself upwards. 
Several days went by and the animal 
was seen, but it was either far too 
close or too far away, and nobody 
fired at it. By now fishing had almost 
come to a standstill, and the fleet was 
out in force hunting their strange 
visitor. On April 24th, a date that was 
to remain long in the memory of the 
Saulnier family, Joe and Alphonse put 
out to sea about 4 o'clock in the 
morning to catch the tide on their 
fishing grounds. They were coasting 
along beneath the cliffs of Bear Cove 
just as it began to get light enough to 
see some distance when Alphonse 
suddenly stared hard into the shadows 
beneath the cliff. 
"Put her over Joe. There's something 
big on the rocks in there." 
"That's only a log," Joe replied. 
"I see it plainly from here." 
"No. Not the log. I see that too, but 
over to the left and farther in." 
They both peered at a large bulk 
hauled out on the rocks and lying with 
its head away from them so they could 
not see it clearly. Suddenly it tossed 
its head and a great tusk came into 
view for a moment. 
"It's him! Put me ashore Joe. I can 
get downwind of him and sneak up 
that gully over there. Then get out of 
here as I may not finish him and he'll 
go for the boat. I can beat him to the 
cliff if he comes for me." 
They shut the engine off and worked 
the boat ashore with oars well down-
wind of the sleeping giant, and 
Alphonse stole ashore carrying his 
single-barrelled shotgun and a handful 
of ball cartridges. He stepped cau-
tiously over the wet seaweed-covered 
rocks until he was on firm footing 
above high water mark and then lay 
down to study his great adversary. 
There was an easy line of approach to 
within twenty yards, and he concluded 
that that was as close as he dared go 
as he had no idea how fast the animal 
could move when wounded. 
When Joe and the boat were just a 
faint outline in the morning mist he 
rose and commenced the approach. He 
had no difficulty in reaching his posi-
tion as the animal was sound asleep 
and did not move after they first saw 
it toss its head. Taking a steady aim 
over a rock at the base of the great 
skull, he pulled the trigger. The 
booming roar of the old shotgun had 
hardly echoed back from the cliff when 
it was drowned in a bull-like bellow 
from the badly wounded beast. It 
reared up apparently seeking its 
assailant, but Alphonse was fiat on his 
face behind a rock and it did not see 
him. Great quivers ran through it as it 
thrashed madly about, and Alphonse 
reloaded with trembling fingers. A 
second shot was not needed, however, 
as it subsided suddenly in a heap and 
died. 
For a long time Alphonse lay still 
behind his rock and watched, then he 
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pelted the great body with rocks. 
Finally satisfied, he hallooed to Joe 
and walked over to examine his prize. 
Before him lay the body of a full-
grown bull Atlantic walrus, and the 
first ever reported in the waters of the 
Bay of Fundy since records have 
been kept. 
Joe had not been idle, and after he 
heard the shot he signalled every boat 
he could see and they all hastened 
ashore to view the animal. Many and 
varied were the guesses put forward as 
to what it was, but the problem of 
what they were to do with it now soon 
arose. Being fishermen they knew that 
it would not float when freshly ki11ed, 
and the tide was rising rapidly. A 
sheer cliff barred the landward ap-
proach, so there was no alternative 
but to move it by boat. 
"The log!" Someone suggested. 
"Lash it to the carcass and at high tide 
we can tow both off the rocks and 
down the shore to the first wharf." 
This they did, and a derrick deposited 
the great carcass on the wharf to be 
viewed by the people of the country-
side. It was then that it was first 
identified for what it was, and a local 
taxidermist was called in to measure 
it for mounting. It was mounted and 
displayed, and today you can see the 
Beast of Bear Cove in the barn of Mr. 
Nicholas Comeau, of St. Alphonse, 
Digby County. 
Three hundred years ago the Atlantic 
walrus bred in great colonies on Sable 
Island, Prince Edward Island, the 
Magdalens, and other places in the 
Gulf of St. Lawrence. They were soon 
slaughtered by the early settlers and 
the survivors driven north into the 
remote regions of the Labrador, and 
finally even from Labrador into the 
fastnesses of the Eastern Arctic. 
Today they are not found except as 
occasional stragglers south of Hudson 
Strait, so it is all the more remarkable 
to find a large and apparently healthy 
bull alone in the breeding season more 
than a thousand miles from the rest 
of his kind. 
A few years ago an old Indian seal 
hunter at Burnt Church on the north 
shore of New Brunswick reported 
shooting a young "sea cow" which he 
pulled to his dory by the "two big 
front teeth". He cut its snout off for 
the seal bounty and dropped the rest 
overboard so it will never be possible 
to check his story, but he gave a 
perfect description of a young walrus. 
Is it possible that the instinct to 
return to their ancient breeding grounds 
is still alive in these strange beasts, as 
it was in the Gray Whales of the 
California coast who have just re-
turned to their ancestral breeding 
ground in Scammon's Lagoon after an 
absence of over a hundred years? 
OPPORTUNITY in the MARITIMES 
by RALPH BELL 
Copyright, Ralph Bell, 1957 
The greatest writer in the history of the English-speaking world- Shakespeare- has described 
Opportunity in that phrase so well known to all of you:-
"There is a tide in the affairs of men. 
Which taken at the flood, leads on to fortune; 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
Is bound in shallows and in miseries." 
Someone, less famous as an author, whom I once read, put it more cryptically, as follows:-
"Opportunity has hair in front, behind she is bald; 
"if seized, she may be held; if suffered to pass by, 
not even Jupiter himself can catch her." 
Too often. in this country, we hear the statement that our young men mu~t go away; that there 
are no opportunities here. 
This belief was as prevalent in my youth, as it is today. But to prove to you that it is wrong, 
and because " The proper study of mankind is man" (Pope), T propose to briefly outline the stories 
of a dozen men who in my time carved out success for themselves, right here in the Maritimes. 
I particularly wish to emphasize that the names I have chosen are illustrative only; that scores, 
if not in fact hundreds, of similar instances might be selected. The ones I am using just happen to 
be familiar to me, and since I know more of Nova Scotia than I do of the other Maritime Provinces, 
they are largely from this Province, but I am sure there are just as many striking illustrations in 
both New Brunswick and Prince Edward Island. 
I: Hon. Angus L. Macdonald 
HoN. ANGUS L. MACDONALD, ninth of 
a family of fourteen children, was born 
on August 10, 1890, in the little 
farming community of Dunvegan, 
Inverness County. 
He lived the usual life of a country 
boy, began to teach school at sixteen, 
and from that day on, made his own 
way in the world. By teaching school 
for a couple of years and working at 
what he could get in the summer, he 
was able to get enough money together 
to pay about half the cost of a year at 
college, and started his college educa-
tion by giving notes to the university 
for the balance owing them for the 
first year. 
With financial resources exhausted, 
he then had to do what many others 
of his generation in the Maritimes 
have done; drop out of college, and 
teach again, to get a little more money. 
He earned his way through college by 
teaching school, working at whatever 
he could get to do in the summers, and 
borrowing occasionally- all of which 
he ultimately repaid. Slowly but 
surely he made it, and by 1914 he 
finally achieved the first objective-his 
degree in Arts from St. Francis 
Xavier. 
Another year of teaching, to clean 
up his debts, and then the First World 
War. 
Serving with distinction in both the 
25th and 185th Battalion, he emerged 
at the close with the rank of captain. 
Then Dalhousie Law School, and a 
little more borrowing to make that 
course possible, capturing his LL.B. 
degree in 1921. 
Then successively, deputy attorney 
general, Province of Nova Scotia, 
lecturer at Dalhousie Law School, 
professor of Law at Dalhousie, assoc-
iate editor, Dominion Law Reports, and 
finally S. J.D., Harvard, 1929. 
His political career started in July 
1930 when he unsuccessfully contested 
Inverness County in the Federal 
Election in the interests of the Liberal 
Party. In 1933 he was elected a Mem-
ber of the Provincial Legislature for 
Halifax South, and later in that same 
year, was sworn in as Premier of the 
Province. 
In World War II he was called to 
Ottawa and named Minister of Naval 
Services in the Federal Cabinet. Elec-
tion to Parliament followed in due 
course, and there ensued one of the 
most brilliant but least appreciated 
chapters in his life. At war's end he 
returned to Nova Scotia and was again 
chosen leader of the Liberal Party and 
once more sworn in as Premier. 
Beloved by his friends, respected by 
all, and known affectionately from one 
end of the Province to the other, as 
"Angus L. ", I can think of no better 
example of success on one's native 
heath than that of this son of a Cape 
Breton farmer who, as Premier, so 
successfully directed the affairs of his 
native province. 
Next Month: HON. J. L. ILSLEY 
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SELECTED CONVERTIBLE ISSUES II 
____________ A REVIEW by MAXIMUS ___________ _ 
Last month in these columns we 
examined, very briefly, some of the 
investment merits of the convertible 
securities of three leading Canadian 
corporations, each one of which may 
be said to occupy an eminent position 
in its particular field. While it is not 
the intention of the writer to attempt to 
cover the whole range of convertible 
issues available to the investor at this 
time, certain other securities represent-
ative of this category would seem to 
invite appropriate comment here. 
The 5% convertible debentures of 
Simpsons, Limited, currently available 
at about 98 to yield over 5 %, offer a 
high degree of safety and an attractive 
return. While substantially over-valued 
in relation to the convertible feature, 
these debentures, which mature in 
1976, might be expected to improve 
considerably in price with the return of 
lower interest rates, a condition which 
is anticipated in most investment 
quarters. Since the debentures are 
convertible at the rate of 43 common 
shares per $1000 to December 1, 1960, 
the current price of the bond antici-
pates the shares of Simpsons, Limited 
advancing from their present $16 to 
about $22.80 by that time in order for 
the investor to benefit from the initial 
conversion privilege and disregarding 
the factor of yield completely. How-
ever, since a 5.15% return is probably 
above average on this type of security 
over a five to ten year period, the 
medium-term investor could well afford 
to purchase the debenture purely on a 
yield basis and at the same time rest 
secure in the knowledge that any im-
portant advance in the price of the 
common shares of Simpsons, Limited 
will immediately be reflected in the 
price of the debenture. If, in five years 
time, the prevailing yield on similar 
investment securities proved to be 
4! %, the Simpsons debenture would 
be valued at about 105 without con-
sideration for the conversion feature. 
Simpsons, Limited, is a holding com-
pany which owns, through its sub-
sidiary, The Robert Simpson Com-
pany Limited, the various operating 
Simpson stores in Canada. It also has 
equal interests with Sears, Roebuck & 
Co. in the giant Simpsons-Sears 
Limited organization which began 
operations in 1953. 
For the more venturesome type of 
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investor the 5% debentures of Pacific 
Petroleums Ltd. may be said to offer 
considerable in the way of speculative 
attraction. These bonds, which were 
offered at par in Canada ($104 U.S.) 
early in the year, quickly sky-rocketed 
to about 180 as th~ common shares 
of this mushrooming western oil and 
gas company climbed steadily from 
$18 to $37. In the subsequent general 
market decline the stock settled to its 
present price of about $20 but the 
debentures, which are convertible 
until January, 1962, at the rate of $20 
(U.S.) per share, have continued to 
command a price far in excess of their 
conversion value. The bulk of the 
$15 million j ssue was sold to investors 
in the United States and the debentures 
seem to have acquired a scarcity value 
out of all proportion to their real 
worth. It is almost impossible to obtain 
an offering of these bonds except at an 
excessive premium and while their 
performance, based on the proven and 
anticipated successes of the Company, 
may once again be spectacular, the 
attention of the more conservative 
investor is diverted to the convertible 
securities of Westcoast Transmission 
NESBITT, THOMSON 
AND COMPANY, LIMITED 
Underwriters 
and Distributors of 
GOVERNMENT and 
CORPORATION SECURITIES 
105 Prince William St. 
Saint John N.B. Phone 3-2513 
• 
123 York St., Fredericton 
Ogden Building, Moncton 
Company Limited (discussed in these 
columns last month) as a means of 
participating in the significant natural 
gas developments of Western Canada. 
Pacific Petroleums Ltd. is one of the 
sponsors of Westcoast Transmission 
and owns approximately 25% of the 
common shares of that company. 
In addition to the various convert-
ible debenture issues which are on the 
market, some of the convertible pre-
ferred shares possess considerable in-
vestment attraction. These have the 
advantage of providing the investor 
with the 20% tax credit applicable to 
share income as opposed to bond 
interest and are therefore more suitable 
to some accounts. One of the more 
interesting of the convertible preferred 
issues available to the Canadian in-
vestor is the Massey-Harris-Ferguson 
4! %. These $100 par value shares, 
currently selling in the low 70's, are 
convertible into common stock at any 
time up to March 1, 1965. The present 
conversion right is at the rate of ten 
common shares for each preferred 
share converted on or before March 1, 
1959, thereafter at the rate of eight 
common shares on or before March 1, 
1962, and thereafter at the rate of 
seven common shares. While there is 
no incentive to convert these shares at 
this time with the common stock 
selling just under $6, the yield on the 
preferred at current market prices is 
well over 6% with the dividend 
coverage based on 1956 results more 
than adequate. Massey-Harris-Fergu-
son Limited is international in scope 
and while the farm implement business 
is undergoing a very lean period, the 
company's tremendous postwar ex-
pansion programme and highly divers-
ified manufacturing facilities place it in 
a most strategic competitive position. 
Management has stated that world-
wide sales to the end of July, 1957, 
increased 14 % over those of the 
previous year, and it is confident that 
beginning in 1958 improved earnings 
will start to manifest themselves. 
Distributors for 
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Certain other selected convertible 
preferred issues will be discussed in 
the next number. 
NEWS AND VIEWS :-The sus-
tained decline in stock market prices 
which has been accelerated since the 
Labour Day holiday and which has 
affected preferred as well as common 
shares, has brought many of the 
former into a more advantageous buy-
ing range than has been witnessed in a 
number of years. Many "quality" 
issues are selling on a yield basis of 
5! %-6% and could easily provide the 
shrewd investor with worthwhile cap-
ital gains in a relatively short period 
should the rising trend of interest 
rates suddenly reverse itself ... Hiram 
Walker-Gooderham & Worts, Limited 
has recently announced a proposed 
3-for-1 stock split and an increase in 
the regular dividend rate. This invest-
ment-type common stock may be 
acquired with confidence by most 
accounts, both for income and for 
capital growth . . . Fraser Companies 
Limited reports a decline in consol-
idated net profits of 29% for the nine 
months ended September 30, 1957, as 
compared to the like period of 1956. 
Reduction in sales, higher costs of 
manufacturing, increased transporta-
tion charges and lower value of the 
U.S. dollar are the reasons advanced 
for the decline. 
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LETTERS (Continued from page 7) 
for breaking the story of Werner Horn's 
release from Dorchester Penitentiary for 
deportation after the war. Black was familiar 
with the Horn case and those who participated 
in it when he was sentenced to five years in 
prison at his trial in Fredericton. 
I think it was in 1921 or 1922 that Black 
received a tip from Newcastle that someone 
from Ottawa, who had been associated with 
the prosecution in Fredericton, had been 
seen eastbound that morning on a train 
passing through Newcastle. Never one to 
miss a bet, Black immediately phoned the 
warden at the penitentiary and asked if there 
was anything doing in Horn's case. The 
warden said preparations were being made 
to release him so he could be deported but 
he had not yet received the documents. 
Black immediately put this information on 
The Canadian Press wire and in Ottawa the 
department of justice confirmed the story, 
saying that the papers were already on their 
way to Dorchester. Another New Brunswick 
newspaper, either in Moncton or Saint John, 
followed this up with another phone call to 
Dorchester just as the warden was opening 
his morning mail. Among his letters were the 
release instructions. 
So this co-operative news-gathering effort 
resulted in the complete story being carried 
in the day's afternoon papers, all because of 
the Newcastle tip. 
My particular interest in the case started 
with the release and deportation of Horn for 
I was a cub reporter on The Gleaner at the 
time and that was my first big lesson in the 
value of co-operative news-gathering. 
A.E.T.J., 
Saint John, N.B. 
~ The reader encloses a cutting from 
The Telegraph-Journal of A pril21, 1945, 
which in noting the capture of von 
Papen by the U.S. 9th Army recalled 
Horn's mischief. "Horn ... was tried 
at Fredericton, N.B., in the York 
Circuit Court before Mr. Justice J. H. 
Barry ... and sentenced to five years 
in Dorchester Penitentiary from which 
he was released for deportation before 
the completion of his term at the war's 
end ... 
"While Horn did not admit that von 
Papen engaged him, he did say that 
• he made arrangements with certain 
persons to destroy the Vanceboro 
bridge. Later, publication of von 
Papen's secret documents ... disclosed 
payment of $700 by von Papen to 
Horn a few weeks before the attempt 
was made ... 
"The explosion blew out half the 
windows of Vanceboro and let the 
wind and weather in. But it failed to 
destroy the bridge, making it only un-
safe for traffic ... " 
Horn, "when arrested (in the United 
States) and charged with malicious 
mischief in breaking Vanceboro's win-
dows, promptly pleaded guilty and 
was sentenced to thirty days in the 
county jail at Machias, Me .... 
"When the international investiga-
tion was completed Horn found him-
self facing a charge under the Criminal 
Code of Canada of endangering life ... 
The trial in a Canadian court resulted 
from the fact that the railway bridge 
was Canadian property."- Ed. 
A CURIOUS 
TOAST 
by L. S. Loomer 
Copyright, L. S. Loomer, 1957 
New Haven, Connecticutt, 
25 December, 1791 
On Christmas night, as head of 
our household, I bid my loved ones 
and our guests to rise f~rom their 
places at the table, raise their glasses, 
and drink to the health or memory 
of "absent friends afar". 
Although my wife, and children, 
all grown to young men and women 
now, have become accustomed to 
this tradition, they have frequently 
been puzzled by it, and only this 
evening did they ask me once again 
to explain it, but I declined. Yet that 
they may continue the tradition after 
my time, I shall set down its origin 
here in my diary. It is my sincere 
wish, however, that it will not be 
made known outside my family until 
well after my time, for it would be 
most imprudent of me to cause any 
sort of harm to those who have be-
friended me. 
During the year 177 5 I was en-
gaged in special service for General 
Washington against our late enemies, 
the British. In the month of Novem-
ber of that year, I was despatched 
on a mission by the general to ascer-
tain the strength of British troops 
garrisoned along the coasts in the 
northern part of our country. General 
Washington's forces had recently 
gained a decisive victory at the Battle 
of Bunker Hill, and were further en-
gaged in an expedition at Ticonder-
oga to the north. 
According to my instructions, I 
was to be conveyed from New Haven 
to a point on the northern coast be-
hind the B·ritish lines by a small ves-
sel, and put ashore under cover of 
darkness. This first part of the mis-
sion was relatively simple, as it was 
of a nature that was already familiar 
action to me. The remainder of the 
details of the mission are not import-
ant, for the mission was never com-
pleted by me. 
Shortly after I had set forth, my 
vessel was overtaken by a Boritish 
man-o' -war. The ship's officers, sus-
pecting that our endeavours were not 
altogether peaceful, proceeded to 
question us. Several members of our 
crew, who may have had personal 
reasons for their hostility, made no 
effort to conceal their antipathy to 
the British, which resulted in our be-
ing placed in irons and conveyed to 
prison at Halifax, the destination of 
the warship. 
Nearly a month later we were 
brought to trial before a military tri-
bunal in that town, and the dislikes 
of our several belligerent seamen not 
having abated, we were all adjudged 
traitors and spies and condemned to 
imprisonment. 
Unfortunately for me, however, I 
was recognized by one of the officers 
of the tribunal, and was sentenced to 
be executed, the date of the execu-
tion being set a week hence. This un-
happy event was to occur during the 
third week of the month of Decem-
ber, and the prison in the town of 
Halifax, which I remember very well, 
was cold and damp, enough to make 
a man wish to be dead. Yet I had no 
desire to perish, either by execution 
or from the elements. Having es-
caped fr,om better prisons, although 
hardly from any as properly guarded, 
I surmised that I could probably ef-
fect an escape, and set to work fever-
ishly at perfecting a plan. 
My plan was to overpower the 
warden who brought the meagre ra-
tion of f.ood each day, and I decided 
the best time for action was immedi-
ately. On his next appearance at the 
door of my cell, I feigned illness to 
gain his attention. The warden, how-
ever, was most cautious, probably in 
respect for certain diseases which 
had recently afflicted the garrison, 
and did not enter to examine my con-
dition. Instead, he called his superior 
officer, a man pretending some slight 
knowledge of medical matters, who 
examined and questioned me while 
the warden stood by with pistol 
primed against my possible improvi-
dent recovery. 
The officer diagnosed that I was 
suffering from scurvy, which had I 
been ~really ill would have been a 
reasonable deduction, judging from 
the prison diet. The officer refused 
to pay any serious attention to my 
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complaints, saying that my life would 
end soon enough in one way or 
another. 
Annoyed at this disrespect for my 
pretended illness, and irritated at the 
failure of my plan for escape, I re-
mained restless for several days in 
fu,rther attempts to devise a plan. I 
had already tried to remove the door 
of the cell, but it was new and did 
not yield readily to my efforts. I had 
no implement with which to force 
the door, and my hands were too 
cold and stiff to attain any nimble-
ness or dexterity that might have 
aided me otherwise. The window of 
the cell was far too small to permit 
the escape of any man, much less a 
man as tall and stocky as myself. 
There appeared no hope whatso-
ever, until I heard that all of the of-
ficers of the garrison were being 
called to a special conference. This 
IS THE COLOUR OF SUN 
on Barbados where tall sugar cane 
ripens into the rich goodness made 
famous in molasses by 
ST. THOMAS COLLEGE 
SINCE 1910 
College Courses in 
ARTS, SCIENCE, EDUCATION 
and 
FIRST YEAR ENGINEERING 
ST. THOMAS ACADEMY 
BOARDING HIGH SCHOOL 
FOR BOYS 
Inquiries welcomed 
CHATHAM, N.B. 
68 
\vas on the eve of my execution, and 
fortunately no special guard was de-
l 
tailed to watch over me. 
As soon as I felt certain that my 
officer with the slight medical know-
ledge would not be available, I began 
moaning and groaning, more loudly 
and more painfully than I had done 
on the previous .occasion. I shouted as 
one demented, abusing the warden, 
the officers and British prisons in 
general. The warden soon appeared 
at the door of my cell, ordering me to 
keep the peace -for the sake of the 
other prisoners. I retorted that I had 
no intention .of keeping quiet, and 
that my pain and discomfort were 
forcing me to be noisy. 
This argument, interjected with my 
shattering wails of pain, continued at 
length, while the warden became 
more and more angry. In a dark rage, 
he went away from the cell, deter-
mined to let me perish in my imagin-
ary afflictions. 
I was equally determined to give 
him an uncomfortable night, even at 
the discomfort and annoyance of my 
fellow prisoners, who had by now 
joined in a bellowing clamour against 
me. I kept shouting and bewailing 
until I thought my voice would be 
exhausted. Presently the warden re-
turned, muttering oaths, and bearing 
a small jug of strong spirits which he 
thrust gingerly through the small 
opening in the door. 
I swallowed the spirits quickly, 
without suspicion that the potion 
might have been drugged, but the 
warden apparently never entertained 
such thoughts. The effect of the 
spirits was such that my strength was 
renewed and the vigour of my voice 
returned, at which I howled even 
more remorsefully and more loudly. 
The warden returned again, 
grumbling and sputtering beneath 
the commotion I was making, saying 
that my utterances were disturbing 
to the officers. I bellowed even more, 
like a wild animal injured and caged. 
The warden, in apparent desperation, 
unlocked the door of the cell and 
came towards me, his pistol upraised 
as if to silence me with a blow from 
its butt. To his misfortune, I was as 
agile as I was vocifer-ous, and dealt 
him a blow in the belly with my boot, 
and wrenched the pistol from his 
grasp. Thereupon I struck him with 
it as he had intended to strike me. 
The first avenue of escape was now 
open, and if I were going to flee, it 
had to be at once. I removed the 
warden's cloak, which I put on over 
my .own sparse clothing, and took 
his keys. Since none of the other 
prisoners had been condemned to 
death I decided to attempt to make 
my way alone without placing thei•r 
lives in jeopardy too. 
The door of the prison leading into 
the courtyard was closed and locked, 
and I ascertained from the crunch 
of footsteps in the snow outside that 
a sentry was pacing back and forth 
in front of that door. Another sol-
dier, probably the sentry due to as-
sume the next watch, was warming 
himself in front of the fire in the 
warden's cell next to the door. Thus 
it was that although I had the keys 
of the door, I could not appr.oach it 
without arousing one or both of the 
sentries. 
As I was pondering this unfavour-
able circumstance, an officer on 
horseback rode into the prison yard, 
calling the sentry on duty to aid him 
in dismounting. I determined im-
mediately to make use of this di-
version to draw the attention of the 
sentry in the warden's cell. This I 
did by shuffling my feet in the man-
ner of the warden, and by calling to 
the sentry in a low, gruff tone of 
. 
VOICe. 
The sentry appeared at the open 
door of the warden's cell, and sur-
mising from the near darkness that 
I was the warden and had silenced 
the noisy p·risoner, he approached 
me without drawing his pistol. This 
simplified matters for me, for I dealt 
with him in much the same manner 
as the warden. I f.orced him to turn 
around, and snruck him a swift blow 
on the skull. Then I unlocked the 
prison door and stepped into the 
yard. 
The snow was falling lightly .. and 
the sentry outside was still attending 
the officer's horse. The officer, who 
was at the doorway of his quarters 
near by, turned to glance in my di-
rection, but being assured by appear-
ances that all was in order, he went 
inside without comment. 
I approached the sentry who had 
been attending the officer's horse, 
but I did so much too silently, for he 
turned suddenly, thrusting the bay-
onet of his musket in my direction. 
I was alarmed lest my foolhardy 
caution should bring me to calamity, 
so I forced myself to laugh as I had 
once heard the warden laugh. The 
sentry laughed too, relaxing his mus-
ket as he did so. I moved swiftly, 
disarming him before he could dis-
charge the musket, but suffering a 
sharp thrust from his fist in my side. 
Before he was able to ory for help, I 
returned the compliment, forcing 
him breathless to the ground. I struck 
him a further blow with the butt of 
the musket, rendering him insensible, 
and removed his cloak. This I added 
to that of the warden, and mounted 
myself upon the officer's horse. Add-
ing the sentry's helmet to my ap-
parel, I rode assuredly towards the 
gate. The snowfall, which was 
heavier now, had protected the scuf-
fle from the visibility of the sentries 
at the gate, but a commotion had be-
gun within the prison. At the gate 
t\VO sentries with fixed bayonets 
halted my approach. 
"What's the disturbance?" one of 
them asked. 
"One of the prisoners has gone 
mad and I am commanded to sum-
mon aid post haste," I replied. "Let 
me pass quickly." 
The sentries let me pass without 
making close observance of my some-
what unmilitary appearance, and one 
of them hurried back towards the 
prison. I dug my heels into the side 
of my steed and set off through the 
crude streets of the town at a wild 
gallop. 
At one place, I nearly rode into 
the harbour, due to my unfamiliarity 
with the streets, but I reined in the 
horse abruptly, and set out in an-
other direction. I had not gone far 
this way when I saw the street was 
blocked by a military patrol struggling 
with some brawling seamen outside 
a tavern. I halted the horse long 
enough to ask: "Is everything in 
order?" 
I did not await the reply. I forced 
my stolen steed through an alleyway 
and along another street which car-
ried me for some distance before 
ending beyond all habitation at the 
edge of a forest. The snow was fall-
ing rapidly now and a stiff breeze 
was blowing in from the sea. While 
I had no provision against the ele-
n1ents except the two cloaks, and no 
food whatsoever, I decided that the 
best and safest course against pur-
suit was through the forest, but this 
way was too dense for my steed. I 
dismounted and set the horse gallop-
ing back towards the town. In spite 
of the storm, the snow gave enough 
radiance that I was able to see the 
outlines of the trees and various un-
derbrush ahead. To the left I could 
hear the sea pounding against the 
rocky coastline. This was the best 
map and compass available so I de-
cided to use it as a guide. 
How long or how far I travelled I 
can not recall, but the blizzard grew 
worse, and hunger and exhaustion 
threatened me every moment, and the 
intensity of the cold became greater. 
My inju·red side, where I had been 
struck by the sentry, pained less, 
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partly because a numbness penetrated 
throughout my body and probably 
because the injury was only super-
ficial. I had walked for many hours, 
always keeping the sea within hearing 
distance in spite of the howling of 
the wind, and gradually I could per-
ceive a lessening of the storm. 
The snowfall ceased completely, 
although the sky remained dark and 
heavy winds swirled the snow through 
the forest, making great drifts among 
the nrees. My progress was slow, for 
the depth of snow in places was near-
ly to my middle and the growth 
of the forest was oft-times very dense. 
Frequently I had occasion to pause 
for a rest after forcing my way 
through the heavy branches and 
bushes and plunging through the 
snowbanks. 
Hunger pinched at my bowels, but 
there was practically nothing to be 
eaten. Occasionally I would find 
some berries, frozen and covered 
with snow, still hanging upon their 
vines. In my famished state they were 
a great comfort. My main fare con-
sisted of bitter twigs which I chewed 
constantly, storing packets of them 
in the deep pockets of the cloaks for 
use in the darkness. About mid-day 
the sky cleared considerably and the 
sun shone through the clouds at in-
tervals. The air was bitterly cold. My 
feet were clad in heavy socks, but my 
boots were thin and not intended for 
such travel. The soles of my feet 
were numb from cold and weariness. 
Early in my journey I had changed 
the cloaks, putting the cloak of the 
sentry beneath and that of the war-
den on top, for the latter was a 
bulkier piece of clothing and was ill-
fitted beneath the close-cut cloak of 
the military. I thrust my hands 
deeply into the pockets of the cloak, 
for I had no gloves. 
At times I could perceive the sea 
coast through clumps of thinning 
trees, but the strong wind from the 
sea made me desire to remain away 
from it and gain at least some pro-
tection from the forest. 
At nightfall I was still walking, 
tired, and nearly ready to perish 
from the cold. I had retained the sea 
as my guide, and the snow was begin-
ning to fall again. The blizzard of 
the second night was even worse 
than that of the first, and my pro-
gress was much diminished. Cold and 
fatigued, I sat down frequently under 
the protection of large trees, to rest 
and warm myself as best I could 
without benefit of fire. I was still 
carrying the musket and pistol, the 
former I had slung across my back 
and through the crooks of my arms 
at the elbows, much as it might have 
been set on a rack. This caused my 
arms considerable pain, but my 
\veary legs ached no less so that the 
discomfort was equalled. I appre-
hended that I might start a fi·re with 
some gunpowder, but my fear was 
too great, for I dared not risk bring-
ing forth inhabitants of the forest, 
British settlers or hostile Indians. I 
had seen no signs of either habita-
tions or humanity, but I was not 
anxious at that moment to encounter 
any. 
Towards dawn my thinking 
changed as I struggled along through 
the drifting snow and the shrieking 
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wind. I nearly wished that I had re-
mained to perish within the relative 
comfort of the prison walls at Hali-
fax, although I should have been two 
days dead already had I done so. 
My flesh was pitted by the tor-
ments of the storms, while inside me 
the devils of hunger were prodding 
their forks into the walls of my 
stomach. My sustenance in the for-
est had been slight and my diet since 
leaving my country had been indeed 
frugal. 
The snow fell lightly, but the 
strong wind carried heavy flurries of 
it against me and eradicated all 
traces of my clumsy path. I knew 
that I could not survive another 
night in the depths of the Nova Sco-
tia forests, and my only hope was 
to reach some type of settlement. 
The heavy pounding of the surf was 
the .only reminder that the miracle of 
escape to my own country was still 
possible. I was by then determined 
that any evidence of humanity, no 
matter if it be hostile Indians, would 
be more welcome than the pain of 
the forest. 
Towards nightfall, as my last 
prayers and hopes were nearly ex-
hausted, I perceived a structure of 
some sort through the trees. It was 
a small hut with several smaller ad-
joining outbuildings of an architec-
ture completely foreign to me. Even 
if it were a British garrison I was de-
termined to seek shelter there, for I 
had little strength left and my mind 
was becoming as numb as my body. 
There was no sign of habitation 
as I approached the building, until I 
noticed a thin wisp of smoke rising 
from one of the chimneys. Where 
there was fire there would be hu-
manity. Thoroughly exhausted, I fell 
upon the snow-burdened step before 
the door. With both of my hands, 
which were nearly frozen, I beat upon 
the door until I collapsed. 
My next recollection was of lying 
before an open hearth, and having 
strong spirits, of a nature unfamiliar 
to me, forced down my throat. As 
my consciousness gradually returned 
I realized that a man and a woman 
were hovering over me at my attend-
ance. Both were heavily clad in the 
simple, peasant style of the time, 
without attention to either fashion or 
colour, merely a guardianship of 
warmth against the elements. 
At my attempts to speak, I real-
ized that neither man nor woman 
could understand much of my utter-
ances. The man answered in a 
French dialect, which from my 
slight and merely literary knowledge 
of the language, was almost unintel-
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ligible to me. In halting and very 
faulty French I was able to copvey 
to them that I was not a British sol-
dier as my cloak and helmet indic-
ated, but a dangerous fugitive from 
the British. 
Both man and w.oman were elderly 
persons, their hair quite white, and 
their faces wrinkled and pock-
marked. They apparently had 
reached an age where little new could 
frighten or startle them for neither 
one appeared greatly concerned 
about the danger I presented. They 
appeared unready to force me to 
continue my flight, nor were they 
anxious to detain me as I suspected 
they might. In a gesture of trust, the 
man placed my musket and pistol, 
both fully loaded, beside me, and 
smiled. 
The woman brought me cooked 
fish and bread, and a mug of spirits, 
which I then recognized as the 
strong, tart cider such as the peasants 
in Normandy make from apples. The 
food was delicious and most refresh-
ing after the poor rations of the 
prison and the lack of nourishment 
in the forest. After I had eaten and 
restored my comfort of warmth as 
much as I could, I attempted to 
question my host and hostess on 
their apparent hostility towards the 
British. I had already made it plain 
that I was an American rebel of the 
foTces of General Washington and 
was anxious to return to my country. 
The man indicated that I must 
have patience as the nature of the 
elements was unfit for any further 
hope of journeying at that time. He 
told me further that he and his wife, 
a pitiable woman who could hear but 
could not speak, had been forced to 
flee their homes near the Grand Pre, 
a region of great meadows where 
they had once lived. 
They had been hidden in the for-
ests by friendly Indians for a long 
time before they found new shelter 
and amnesty on the ocean coastline. 
Their hostility towards the British 
remained, although they were wise 
enough to realize that their lives 
now depended on existing in peace 
among their recent enemies. They 
had no desire to betray me, and less 
wish to aid the British. They knew, 
however, that I would not be safe in 
their cottage for long, as military 
patrols from Halifax kept a regular 
watch over the activities of the scat-
tered settlers along the coast. 
At this warning, the man brought 
some bedding, a lantern, some loaves 
of bread and dried fish, and an 
earthen mug, and bade me follow 
him. I put on my cloaks, and taking 
the pistol and musket, I went with 
him into the stormy night. He led 
me away from the buildings and 
across a small clearing which I sur-
mised must have been a field under 
the snow. At the very edge of the 
forest he paused, gathering low 
branches of spruce and fir, and bid-
ding me to do likewise. With these 
branches added to the burdens we 
carried already, we returned to the 
field, my guide following behind me. 
He had taken one of the branches 
and was brushing snow carefully to 
cover our tracks as we retraced our 
steps toward the farmhouse. Within 
several hundred yards of the house 
he set down his lantern, the branches 
and the other objects, and told me I 
was to wait, As I watched, he knelt 
down and started digging in the snow. 
I thought the man must be mad to 
think that I could hide myself by 
making a bed in a snowbank in an 
open field. 
P~resently he found the object of 
his search as he uncovered a clump 
covered with moss and turf. He took 
the clump carefully by the edges and 
lifted it up from the ground. Beneath 
there was a large, black hole, which 
he proceeded to enter, feet first. As 
I watched, he asked for the lantern 
and the other objects, which I passed 
to him. He also took the branches, 
the musket and the pistol. I could 
see from the dim light of the lantern 
that the hole was the entrance to a 
pit of some sort, but I could not see 
the contents or the nature of its 
depths. Then he beckoned for me to 
enter too, which I did by means of 
a rough ladder which he apparently 
had descended. 
On arriving at the foot of the lad-
der, I could see that I had arrived in 
a r·oot cellar, an ominous cavern 
piled high with harvests of potatoes, 
turnips and other vegetable crops. 
There were also provisions, such as 
a barrel of flour, smoked meats and 
fishes, several kegs, various stone 
and glass bottles, and several wooden 
boxes. 
The man indicated that I might 
eat whatever food I found stored 
there, and for drink I could tap one 
of the kegs and fill the earthen mug. 
The kegs, as I discovered later, con-
tained the delicious cider I had 
tasted in the cottage. The man re-
mained only long enough to allow 
me to gain a knowledge of the loca-
tions .of the various objects in the 
cellar. This strange pit was formed 
partly by an indentation among the 
rocks and had been partly dug out 
by hand. The ceiling was covered 
with heavy beams, close together, and 
they in turn were covered with 
smaller sticks and branches. Over 
this had been placed large quantities 
of earth. From the roots of grasses 
and other plants appearing among 
the twigs, I ascertained that the roof 
had also been covered with sods in 
a manne~r similar to the mysterious 
door under the snow, and the entire 
larder was quite safe from marauders, 
sea raiders, or British troops. 
The man indicated that he would 
return within several days, and would 
then arrange to further my escape. I 
laid my bedding upon the branches 
and twigs we had gathered, and 
watched and listened as the man 
climbed out into the darkness and 
sealed the door again. 
As I was excessively weary from 
my long journey through the forest, 
I soon fell asleep, for while the cellar 
was cool, it was not at all cold, the 
frost not having penetrated the cov-
ering of branches, sods and mosses 
over my head. I must have slept for 
a very long while, for when I rose 
again, still in the total darkness of 
the pit, I was very hungry. By grop-
ing my way, I managed to find a keg 
of cider, which I tapped, and the 
food which had been left for me. I 
ate some of the bread and most of 
the fish, and was highly pleased at 
the tart flavour of the cider. 
Sitting in the darkness, waiting for 
the hours to pass, I thought of many 
things, mostly of General Washing-
ton's campaign and the success of 
his invasion into the northern terri-
tories near Ticonderoga, which I had 
heard he was planning at the time of 
my departure from his headquarters 
at Cambridge in Massachusetts. I 
wondered if the many Frenchmen, 
like the man who had sheltered me, 
would rally to our cause and aid in 
dispersing the British. I was most 
anxious to be back with my American 
friends, but I could make no plans 
without the assistance and knowledge 
of my French friend. 
How long I remained in the pit I 
did not know until I was told later by 
the Frenchman that two days and 
nights had passed. At length I heard 
the door being removed. Uneasy lest 
the British soldiers might possibly 
find my hiding place, I waited in the 
darkness with my pistol in readiness 
and the musket primed beside me. 
The strength of light flooding into the 
pit once the door was removed was 
so great that my eyes were nearly 
blinded, and I nearly fired the pistol 
in sheer fright. Most fortunately for 
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me, I discerned the figure of my 
French friend descending the ladder, 
lantern in hand. As I became ac-
customed to the light, I realized that 
it was actually night and the bright 
light I had seen was moonlight. 
The Frenchman hung the lantern 
on a root jutting out from the wall 
of the pit, and proceeded to bring 
provisions down from the surface. 
In this I aided him at the base of the 
ladder while his wife passed various 
platters to him from the ground level. 
The provisions seemed most elab-
orate, but my friend informed me 
that it was only one meal, for this 
day was Christmas Day. 
He also informed me that a num-
ber of British soldiers had searched 
the farm during the morning, but they 
had found nothing. One of their 
number, who understood a little of 
the French language, had made it 
known that a very dangerous Ameri-
can spy had escaped from Halifax 
and was believed to be making his 
way through the forest in this direc-
tion. The soldiers had found some 
vague traces of my awkward path 
many miles back in the forest, but 
fortunately the storm which had so 
tormented me had also concealed 
most of my trail, and the soldiers 
were hopeful that I had perished in 
the forest. They had gone farther 
along the coast but were likely to re-
turn during the next morning. 
The Frenchman left me seve~ral 
tallow candles, one of w]?.ich he lighted 
from his lantern, and went back up 
the ladder into the night, closing the 
hidden door behind him. His wife 
had not entered the pit. 
The quantity of food which they 
had left me was far in excess of my 
appetite, for although I was pleased 
to change my diet from the bread and 
raw vegetables, I was not prepared 
to enjoy so great a feast. I set my 
Christmas dinner upon a small box 
of dried berries which I had found 
in a corner of the pit. The box had 
appa~rently been washed ashore from 
the wreck of some passing ship, but 
it was as elegant for my state as any 
elaborately set table at which I had 
dined in years previous in England 
or the c ·olonies. The tallow candles 
I affixed to the box, in a row, much 
as they might have appeared in a 
candelabrum in one of the finest 
mansions. I filled my mug many 
times with the tasteful cider and 
savoured the freshly roasted venison 
and wild duck which the good woman 
had prepared. 
With a full stomach and a realiza-
tion of the greatest enjoyment of the 
Christmas season in my whole life, 
I lay down to rest through the night. 
I was awakened some time later by 
the heavy thud of boots above me. 
I ~reached for my pistol and listened. 
The pit was dark again, for my tal-
lows had long since been exhausted. 
I could not estimate the number of 
persons walking across the roof of 
the pit, but I knew that they were 
the British soldiers returning from 
their patrol along the coast. 
I waited fearfully, lest they notice 
the uncovered mound that was the 
door to my hiding place. All sounds 
disappeared, but I did not relax for 
many hours, knowing that they would 
be searching the farmhouse, or sitting 
by the fire be£ore resuming their 
pursuit of me. 
More hours passed, and still there 
was no sign, either that the soldiers 
remained or had left. I became very 
weary and could barely remain 
awake, until at last I must have fallen 
fast asleep. I awakened with a start 
as I heard the door of the pit being 
removed very gently. Snow and a cold 
breeze swept into the pit. I groped for 
my pistol, but I could not find it, 
and I was filled with terror. A figure 
was descending the ladder, and I 
watche~ its vague outline as it 
brought the door closed over the 
mouth of the pit. Th~ figure brought 
a lantern from under his cloak re-
vealing himself to be the Frenchman. 
He put his fingers to his lips, indicat-
ing silence. Quickly he took the bed-
ding, the household utensils and the 
branches to a hiding place at the end 
of the crevice, and covered them 
with a large stone. Without speaking, 
he bade me to follow him. As we 
left the pit, he concealed his lantern 
once again, and sealed the door, cov-
ering it with snow and brushing it 
with an evergreen branch to remove 
any marks that might have made it 
apparent. I then realized why the 
soldiers had not discovered my hid-
ing place although they had walked 
directly upon it. 
The night was filled with a severe 
blizzard, the worst I had yet seen, 
and the farmhouse, which would have 
been visible normally, was nowhere 
to be seen. The Frenchman led me 
into the forest where he then spoke 
to me for the first time since Christ-
mas Day. He said that the soldiers 
had decided to remain at the farm .. 
house all night during the storm, but 
would be conducting a thorough 
search of the farm in the morning be-
fore they set off for Halifax. 
72 
He told me too that the soldiers 
had seen a vessel lying off the co(\st, 
a vessel which they took to be 
French, which they intended to re-
port in a day's time when they 
reached the garrison. The Frenchman 
said the vessel was probably carrying 
supplies to the American forces and 
had become lost during one of the 
storms. He directed me to follow the 
coastline until I came to a small hut. 
There I would find a fisherman, also 
French, who could convey me to the 
vessel under the protection of dark-
ness and the storm. In turn, I would 
be able to guide the vessel away from 
the British coastline and towards 
safety among my friends. He said 
that he would gladly guide me along 
the coast except that his absence 
would already be questioned, and the 
journey to the fisherman's hut would 
be too far to be excused to the British 
soldiers. I thanked him as well as I 
could for his assistance and kindness 
when he had risked his own life and 
that of his wife. I wished I could have 
repaid him with coins, but I had none 
and no man would have enough coins 
to equal the deed. We parted, and I 
have never seen or heard of him 
. 
agatn. 
After my days of rest and good 
eating in the root cellar, I felt agile 
and vigorous, and the walk along the 
edge of the forest through the storm 
seemed easy. The storm abated in 
several hours, although there re-
mained enough breeze to cause the 
snow to drift over my path. I found 
the fisherman's hut quite easily and 
he was not afraid of me as he had 
heard of me from the soldiers. We 
set forth immediately in his small 
boat, and although the sea was 
stormy, his seamanship was skilful, 
and we reached the vessel safely be-
fore dawn. At my suggestion, the 
captain set sail very soon, and the 
homeward journey proved thoroughly 
uneventful. 
Thus it was that I spent the most 
memorable Christmas in my life. 
Each year now, as I am growing 
older and have completely retired 
from active life, I think back fondly 
on those stirring times on the Nova 
Scotia sea coast. That is why at each 
Yuletide season in my household, 
the toasts are drunk with Normandy 
cider, and not with wine or rum as 
is the custom in most homes here-
abouts, for it was through the provid-
ence of God and my Acadian friends 
that I have enjoyed a good life and 
the comforts of a happy family. 
Maritimer's Favorites 
SHOPPING PROTECTION 
AT ITS BEST 
ALL THE YEAR 'ROUND 
Whether you buy exciting new Spring styles, Summer holiday needs, 
warm Winter clothes for the family, back-to-school needs, or furniture 
and ·housefurnishings· for home or cottage, you shop with confidence 
at EATON'S. Spring and Summer, Fall and Winter, the famous EATON 
. 
guarantee "Goods Satisfactory or Money Refunded" covers your every 
purchase whether it was bought from an EATON store, your local Order 
Office or through the value-packed EATON Catalogues. 
Shopping at EATON'S is a Canadian tradition because smart shoppers 
have come to enioy choosing from the assortments, the quality, and the 
outstanding values which mean savings for the whole family. 
Buy all your needs ·at EATON'S. In the Atlantic Provinces there are 
eleven stores, sixty-five Order Offices for catalogue shopping at its 
be$t. There's an EATON'S near you. 
EATON'S OF CANADA 
